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PREFACE. 



The present volume resembles in many respects so 
closely that which, two years ago, was so favourably 
received under the same name, that it has not seemed 
advisable to change a title which is probably not inap- 
propriate. 

It is hoped, should other engagements permit, to issue 
before long a third and concluding series of " Songs of 
Two Worlds," which, with the former and present 
volumes, will probably exhaust all that the writer is 
desirous of saying through the medium of lyrical verse. 
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SONGS OF TWO WORLDS 

(second series.) 



TO AN UNKNOWN POET* 

Dear friend, who, two long centuries ago, 
Didst tread where since my grandsires trod, 

Along thy devious Usk's untroubled flow. 
Breathing thy soul to God. 

I seek, I, bom in these our later days. 
Using the measure thou didst love. 

With halting tribute of too tardy praise, 
A poet throned above. 

I in the self-same venerable halls 
And gray quadrangles made my home. 

Which heard, new-built, within their recent walls, 
Thy youthful footsteps come. 






♦ Henry Vaughan, the silurist, died near Brecon, 1695. 
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A little grayer now and stiller grown, 

The tranquil refuge now, as then, 
Where our dear country glories in her own, 

Apart from alien men. 

There, on thy musings broke the painful sound 
Of arms ; the long-plumed cavaliers 

Clanged thro* the courts — the low fat fields around 
Were filled with strife and tears. 

Constrained by promptings of thy ancient race, 
Thy gown and books thou flungst away, 

To meet the sturdy Roundhead face to face 
On many a hard-fought day. 

Till thy soft soul grew sick, and thou didst turn 
To our old hills ; and there, ere long, 

Love for thy Amoret, at times, would bum 
In some too fervid song. 

But soon thy wilder pulses stayed, and, life 
Grown equable, thy sweet muse mild, 

Sobered by tranquil love of child and wife, 
Flowed pure and undefiled. 
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A humble healer thro' a life obscure, 
Thou didst expend thy homely days ; 

Sweet Swan of Usk ! few know how clear and pure 
Are thy unheeded lays. 

One poet shall become a household name 

Into the nation's heart ingrown; 
One more than equal miss the meed of fame, 

And live and die unknown. 

So thou, surviving in thy lonely age, 

All but thy own undying love 
Didst pour upon the s)mapathetic page, 

Words which all hearts can move — 

So quaintly fashioned as to add a grace 
To the sweet fancies which they bear. 

Even as a bronze delved from some ancient place 
For very rust shows fair. 

" They all are gone into, the world of light I " 
It is thy widowed muse that sings, 
And then mounts upward from our dazzled sight 
On heavenward soaring wings. 
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" He that hath found some fledged bird^s nest may 
know " 
" At first sight if the bird be flown ; " 
" But what fair dell or grove he sings in now," 
" That is to him unknown.*' 

" And yet, as angels in some brighter dreams " 
" Call to the soul when man doth sleep," 

" So some strange thoughts transcend our wonted 
themes," 
" And into glory peep." 

" O Father of etei-nal life and all " 

" Created glories under Thee ! " 
" Resume Thy Spirit from this world of thrall " 

" Into true liberty." 



Thou hast rejoined thy dear ones now, and art, 
Dear soul, as then thou wouldst be, free. 
-• I, still a prisoner, strive to do my part 
In memory of thee. 
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Thou art so high, and yet unknown : shall I 

Repine that I too am obscure ? 
Nay, what care I, though all my verse shall die. 

If only it is pure ? 

So some new singer of the days to be, 
Reading this page with soft young eyes, 

Shall note the tribute which I pay to thee 
With youth's sweet frank surprise. 

And musing in himself, perchance shall say, 
" Two bards whom centuries part are here — 

One whose high fame and name defy decay. 
And one who held him dear." 
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COMFORT. 

Tho' love be bought and honour sold, 
The sunset keeps its glow of gold, 
And round the rosy summits cold 
The white clouds hover, fold on fold. 

The' over-ripe the nations rot, 
Tho* right be dead and faith forgot, 
Tho' one dull cloud the heavens may blot, 
The tender leaf delayeth not. 

Tho' all the world lie sunk in ill. 
The bounteous autumns mellow still, 
By virgin sand and sea-worn hill 
The constant waters ebb and fill. 

From out the throng and stress of lies. 
From out the painful noise of sighs. 
One voice of comfort seems to rise : 
" It is the meaner part that dies." 
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SONG. 

If ever, dear, 
I might at last the barren victory gain, 
After long struggle and laborious pain. 

And many a secret tear. 
To think, since think I must of thee. 
Not otherwise than thou of me. 

Haply I might 
Thy chilling coldness, thy disdain, thy pride. 
Which draw me, half reluctant, to thy side, 

With a like meed requite. 
And I my too fond self despise,' 
Seeing with disenchanted eyes. 

But now, alas. 
So fast a prisoner am I to my love. 
No power there is that can my chains remove. 

So sweet the caged hours pass, 
That, if it parted me from thee, 
I would not willingly grow free. 
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Sor would I dare 
To ask for recompense of love again, 
Vkho love thee for the height of thy disdain. 

Thou wouldst not show so £ur 
If we should bum with equal fire. 
Instinct with emulous desire. 

Full well I know 
That what I worship is not wholly thee, 
But a fair dream, a pious fantasy. 

Such as at times doth grow 
On yearnings of the cloistered mind, 
Or the rapt vision of the blind. 

Scorn me then, sweet, 
I would not thou shouldst leave thy lofty place. 
Thy lover should not see thee face to face. 

But prostrate at thy feet. 
No recompense, no equal part I seek, 
Only that thou be strong and I be weak. 



-o- 
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OH, SNO WS SO PURE I 

Oh, snows so pure ! oh, peaks so high ! 
I lift to you a hopeless eye. 

I see your icy ramparts drawn 
Between the sleepers and the dawn. 

I see you, when the sun has set, 
Flush with the dying daylight yet. 

I see you, passionless and pure. 
Above the lightnings stand secure ; 

But may not climb, for now the hours 
Are spring's, and earth a maze of flowers. 

And now, *mid summer's dust and heat, 
I stay my steps for childish feet. 

And now, when autumn glows, I fear 
To lose the harvest of the year. 
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Now winter frowns, and life runs slow, 
Even on the plains I tread thro* snow. 

While you are veiled, or, dimly seen, 
Only reveal what might have been ; 

And where high hope would once aspire 
Broods a vast storm-cloud dealing fire. 

Oh, snows so pure ! oh, peaks so high ! 
I shall not reach you till I die. 
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THE BEGINNINGS OE EAITH, 

All travail of high thought, 
All secrets vainly sought, 
All struggles for right, heroic, perpetually fought 

Faint gleams of purer fire. 
Conquests of gross desire, 
Whereby the fettered soul ascends continually higher. 

Sweet cares for love or friend 
Which ever heavenward tend, 
Too deep and true and tender to have on earth their end. 

Vile hearts malign and fell. 
Lives which no tongue may tell, 
So dark and dread and shameful that they breathe a 
present hell. 

White mountain, deep-set lake. 
Sea wastes which surge and break. 
Fierce storms which, roaring from the north, the midnight 
forests shake. 
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Fair moms of summer days, 
Rich harvest eves that raise 
The soul and heart overburdened to an ecstasy of praise. 

Low whispers, vague and strange, 
Which through our being do range. 
Breathing perpetual presage of some mighty coming 
change. 

These in the soul do breed 
Thoughts which, at last, shall lead ^ 

To some clear, firm assurance of a satisfying creed. 
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A MEMORY. 

Down dropped the sun upon the sea, 
The gradual darkness filled the land, 
And *mid the twilight, silently, 
I felt the pressure of a hand. 

And a low voice : " Have courage, friend. 
Be of good cheer, 'tis not for long ; 
He conquers who awaits the end. 
And dares to suffer and be strong." 

I have seen many a land since then. 
Known many a joy and many a pain, 
Victor in many a strife of men. 
Vanquished again and yet again. 

The ancient sorrow now is not. 
Since time can heal the keenest smart ; 
Yet the vague memory, scarce forgot. 
Lingers deep down within the heart 
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Still, when the ruddy flame of gold 
Fades into gray on sea 'and land, 
I hear the low sweet voice of old, 
I feel the pressure of a hand. 



THE NE W ORDER, 

The old lives are dead and gone and rotten, 
The old thoughts shall never more be thought. 

The old faiths have failed and are forgotten, 
The old strifes are done, the fight is fought. 

And with a clang and roll, the new creation 

Bursts forth *mid tears and blood and tribulation. 

Sweet they were, the old days that are ended. 
The golden years, the happy careless hours 

Then, like Pagan gods on the asphodel extended, 
Dreaming, men wove them fancies fair as flowers. 

Love laid near them. Art to cheer them, youthful Beauty 

Sitting crowned upon the marble throne of Duty. 
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\11 good things were theirs to cherish — lives grown finer 

From the heritage of long ancestral ease, 
.\nd a nobler port, and temperate mien diviner 

Than their labours and their vigils leave to these ; 
Gentler voices, smiles more gracious, and the fashion 
Of their soft lives tuned to pity and compassion. 

Nought men knew of science, now grown rigid 

With its teaching of inexpiable sin ; 
Nor the dull pedantic gospel, dead and fiigid, 

Of a heaven where mind alone may enter in. 
Doom awaiting, stem and silent, all trangression. 
And no saint with power to make an intercession. 

For a Ruler, as men thought they saw above them. 
More than earthly rulers, pitiilil and mild, 

A Father with a stronger love to love them 
Than the love an earthly father bears his child — 

God above them, and for pleader and defender 

Christ's face stooping, like his mother's, true and tender. 

But now there seems no place for the Creator 
To hold his long unbroken chain of law, 
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Nor any need for heaven-sent Mediator, 

Nor the Providence our fathers thought they saw. 
Only a dull world-system, always tending 
To a blind goal, by a blind rule unbending. 

And for the courtesy and tender graces, 

The chivalries and charities of old, 
A dull and equal arrogance effaces 

Soft sympathies by hard demands and cold ; 
And the giver giveth not, lest any blame him. 
And the taker may not take, lest taking shame him. 

Be still, oh ye of little faith, repining 

That the purpose of the Eternal will is dead. 

The silent stars forget not yet their shining, 
Daily the full sun journeys overhead. 

How shall mind's realm alone forget its reason, 

When the sure years roll season after season ? 

There shall rise from this confused sound of voices 
A firmer faith than that our fathers knew, 

A deep religion, which alone rejoices 
In worship of the Infinitely True, 
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*^ot built on rite or portent, but a finer 
Vnd purer reverence for a Lord diviner. 

There shall come from out this noise of strife and groaning 

A broader and a juster brotherhood, 
K deep equality of aim, postponing 

All selfish seeking to the general good. 
There shall come a time when each shall to another 
Be as Christ would have him — brother unto brother. 

There shall come a time when knQwledge wide extended, 
Sinks each man's pleasure in the general health, 

Vnd all shall hold irrevocably blended 
The individual and the commonwealth ; 

Vhen man and woman in an equal union 

Ihall merge, and marriage be a true communion. 

^'here shall come a time when brotherhood shows stronger 
Than the narrow bounds \\j|iich now distract the world ; 

\^en the cannons roar and trumpets blare no longer, 
And the ironclad rusts, and battle flags are furled ; 

^en the bars of creed and speech and race, which sever, 

hall be fiised in one humanity for ever. 
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Oh, glorious end ! oh, blessed consummation ! 

Oh, precious day ! for which we wait and yearn, 
Thou shalt come, and knit men nation unto nation. 

But not for us, who watch to-day and bum, 
Thou shalt come, but after what long years of trial. 
Weary watchings, baffled longings, dull denial ! 



-o- 



AT MIDNIGHT. 

They were two poor young girls, little older than children, 
Who passed through the midnight streets of the city 
Singing. 

Poorly clad, morning-eyed, with a strange look of shyness, 
Linked arms, and round cheeks, and smooth heads bent 

together, 
Singing. 

Singing, great Heaven ! with their fresh childish voices, 
Some low murmured ditty, half hymn-tune, half love-song, 
Singing, 
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Always by hushed square, and long street deserted, 

As from school by the old village street on fair evenings, 

Singing, 

Singing, and knowing it not, the old burden 

That is bom out of secular wrongs and oppressions, 

Singing, 

Of selfish riches, of misery and hunger. 

Of sin that is bred of the wants of the wretched. 

Singing, 

Of poor bribes that purchase souls, of the Endless, 

Perpetual harvest of pain and of evil. 

Singing, 

So, they passed to the flaring sin-befouled places. 
And amid the thick throng of the fallen I lost them, 

Smging, 

A hymn-tune, a love-song, a prayer chanted backward, 
A witch spell unholy, a sweet suffrage saintly 
Singing. 



20 Songs of Two Worlds. 



NEMESIS. 

Who, without fear 
Piercing the inmost deeps of silent thought, 
Has won the prize with lonely labour sought, 
And many a bitter tear. 
He in his breast doth hold 
A rarer thing than gold, 
And a fair treasure greater than in words is told. 

For he shall learn. 
Not from another's lore, but his own soul. 
Whither life's hidden ocean currents roll. 

And with sure helm shall turn 

Into a haven fair, 
Where, on the breathless air. 
Nor wave nor storm shall break, but peace is everywhere 
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There, in light boat 
Laid on the soft breast of the summer sea, 
Lapt day by day in great tranquillity, 
He carelessly shall float 
He scarce shall see or hear 
A sight or sound of fear, 
Only a low-voiced siren always gliding near. 

Without the bar 
The enormous surges leap from sea to sky. 
Upon the ghostly inland summits high 
The avalanche thunders far. 
On the dull plains below. 
In long successions slow 
The toiling generations sow, and reap, and sow. 

Dream-like, he sees 
The lurid smoke blot the beleaguered town. 
Or the great earthquake shake the city down ; 
Labours and miseries -, 
Fire takes them — famine, flood, 
And fever's hideous brood. 
By night the black skies redden with a glare like blood. 
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For him, meanwhile, 
Laid in the shelter of his silken sail, 
Tho' wind and storm on sea and land prevail. 
The enchanted waters smile. 
Always in that calm deep, 
Wherein life's currents sleep. 
He sees high heaven reflected, tho' all men may weep. 

Yet now and then 
Between the stars and him, deep, sunk below, 
He starts to see a strange dead semblance grow. 
Gone from the eyes of men. 
Some thin and pale-eyed ghost. 
By marred reflections crost. 
Of thoughts, and faiths, and yearnings long since lost 

And if these fade 
Betimes, he slowly gains to peace again ; 
But if too long they tarry, such a pain 
Those clear depths doth invade. 
That for sheer terror he. 
And utter misery. 
Flies to the storm-wrapt hills and hungry calling sea. 
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TO A CHILD OF FANCY, 

My little dove, my little lamb, 
In whom again a child I am ; 
My innocent, on whose fair head 
The glories of the unknown are shed ; 

Who thro' the laughing summer day 
Spendest the rosy hours in play. 
Too much by joyous life possest 
To give a willing thought to rest; 

Who, with the earliest shades of night, 
White-robed, in happy slumbers light, 
Recallest in thy stainless calm 
An angel resting from its psalm ; 

Whence art thou come ? What power could teach 
The secret of thy broken speech ? 
What agile limb, what stalwart arm. 
Like thy sweet feebleness can charm ? 
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With what a rapture of surprise 
This fair world meets thy steadfast eyes, 
As if they saw reflected there 
Faint images of scenes more fair. 

Leaving another heaven behind, 
A heaven on earth thou cam'st to find ; 
This world, so full of misery. 
Opens celestial gates for thee. 

Oh ! if thou mightst not e'er grow wise 
With the sad learning bom of sighs ; 
If those soft eyes might never here 
Grow dim for any bitter tear. 

Vain thought, — no creature bom of earth 
Blooms best 'neath cloudless skies of mirth ; 
Only soft rains and clouds can dress 
Life's tree with flowers of blessedness. 

Whate'er the lot thy fate shall give. 
At least, while life is mine to live. 
Thou shalt not lack a share of love. 
My little lamb, my little dove ! 

o 
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SONG. 

It was not that thy eyes 

Were blue as autumn skies, 

It was not that thy hair 

Was as an angeFs fair. 

No excellence of form could move 

A finer soul to so much love. 

Nor that in thee I sought 

For precious gems of thought, 

Nor ever hoped to find 

Hid treasure in thy mind. 

Gray wisdom comes with time and age. 

And thine was an unwritten page. 

But that I seemed in thee 

My other self to see, 

Yet pures and more high 

Than meets my inner eye. 

Like that enamoured boy who, gazing down. 

His lower self would in his higher drown. 



i 
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THE ORGAN-BOY, 

Great brown eyes, 
Thick plumes of hair, 
Old corduroys 
The worse for wear. 
A buttoned jacket, 
And peeping out 
An ape's grave poll. 
Or a guinea pig's snout. 
A sun-kissed face, 
And a dimpled mouth. 
With the white flashing teeth 
And soft smile of the south. 
A young back bent. 
Not with age or care, 
But the load of poor music 
'Tis fated to bear. 

But a commonplace picture 
To commonplace eyes, 
Yet full of a charm 
Which the thinker will prize. 
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They were stem cold rulers, 

Those Romans of old, 

Scorning art and letters 

For conquest and gold ; 

Yet leavening mankind, 

In mind and in tongue. 

With the laws that they made 

And the songs that they sung. 

Sitting rose-crowned, 

With pleasure-choked breath, 

As the nude young limbs crimsoned, 

Then stiffened in death. 

Piling up monuments 

Greater than praise. 

Thoughts and deeds that shall live 

To the latest of days. 

Adding province to province. 

And sea to sea. 

Till the idol fell down 

And the world rose up free. 

And this is the outcome. 
This vagabond child 



i 
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With that statue-like face 

And eyes soft and mild ; 

This creature so humble, 

So gay, yet so meek. 

Whose sole strength is only 

The strength of the weak. 

Of those long cruel ages 

Of lust and of guile. 

Nought left us to-day 

But an innocent smile. 

For the laboured appeal 

Of the orator's art, 

A few childish accents 

That reach to the heart. 

For those stem legions speeding 

O'er sea and o'er land. 

But a pitiful glance 

And a suppliant hand. 

I could moralize still ; 

But the organ begins. 

And the tired ape swings downward 

And capers and grins. 
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And away flies romance. 

And yet, time after time, 

As I dwell on days spent 

In a sunnier clime, 

'Of blue lakes deep set 

In the olive-clad mountains. 

Of gleaming white palaces 

Girt with cool fountains. 

Of minsters where every 

Carved stone is a treasure. 

Of sweet music hovering 

'Twixt pain and 'twixt pleasure ; 

Of chambers enriched 

On all sides, overhead, 

With the deathless creations 

Of hands that are dead ; 

Of still cloisters holy. 

And twilight arcade. 

Where the lovers still saunter 

Thro' chequers of shade ; 

Of tomb and of temple. 

Arena and column, 

'Mid to-day's garish splendours, 
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Sombre and solemn ; 
Of the marvellous town 
With the salt flowing street, 
Where colour bums deepest, 
And music most sweet ; 
Of her, the great mother, 
Who centuries sate 
'Neath a black shadow blotting 
The days she was great ; 
Who was plunged in such shame- 
She, our source and our home — 
That a foul spectre only 
Was left us of Rome ; 
She who, seeming to sleep 
Thro' all ages to be, 
Was the priests, is mankind's. 
Was a slave, and is free ! 

I turn with grave thought 

To this child of the ages. 

And to all that is writ 

In Time's hidden pages. 

Shall young Howards or Guelphs, 

In the days that shall come. 
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Wander forth seeking bread 
Far from England and home ? 

Shall they sail' to new continents, 

English no more, 

Or turn — strange reverse — 

To the old classic shore ? 

Shall fair locks and blue eyes, 

And the rose on the cheek. 

Find a language of pity 

The tongue cannot speak — 

" Not English, but angels ? '' 

Shall this tale be told 

Of Romans to be 

As of Romans of old ? 

Shall they too have monkeys 

And music ? Will any 

Try their luck with an engine 

Or toy spinning-jenny? 

Shall we too be led 
By that mirage of Art 
Which saps the true strength 
Of the national heart ? 
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The sensuous glamour, 

The dreamland of grace, 

Which rot the strong manhood 

They fail to replace ; 

Which at once are the glory, 

The ruin, the shame, 

Of the beautiful lands 

And ripe souls whence they came ? 

Oh, my England ! oh, Mother 
Of Freemen ! oh, sweet. 
Sad toiler majestic. 
With labour-worn feet ! 
Brave worker, girt round. 
Inexpugnable, free. 
With tumultuous sound 
And salt spume of the sea. 
Fenced off from the clamour 
Of alien mankind 
By the surf on the rock. 
And the shriek of the wind, 
Tho' the hot Gaul shall envy, 
The cold German flout thee. 
Thy far children scorn thee, 
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Still thou shalt be great, 
Still march on uncaring, 
Thy perils unsharing. 
Alone, and yet daring 
Thy infinite fate. 
Yet ever remembering 
The precepts of gold. 
That were written in part 
For the great ones of old — 
" Let other hands fashion 
The marvels of art ; 
To thee fate has given 
A loftier part 
To rule the wide peoples ; 
To bind them to thee " 
By the sole bond of loving, 
That bindeth the free. 
To hold thy own place, 
Neither lawless nor slave ; 
Not driven by the despot. 
Nor tricked by the knave. 

But these thoughts are too solemn, 
So play, my child, play, 

D 
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Never heeding the connoisseur 

Over the way, 

The last dances of course ; 

Then, with scant pause between, 

"Home, sweet Home," the "Old Hundredth," 

And " God save the Queen." 

See the poor children swarm 

From dark court and dull street, 

As the gay music quickens 

The lightsome young feet 

See them now whirl away. 

Now insidiously come. 

With a coy grace which conquers 

The squalor of home. 

See the pallid cheeks flushing 

With innocent pleasure 

At the hurry and haste 

Of the quick-footed measure. 

See the dull eyes now bright. 

And now happily dim. 

For some soft-dying cadenc 

Of love-song or hymn. . 
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Dear souls, little joy 
Of their young lives have they, 
So thro' h)nnn-tune and song-tune 
Play on, my child, play. 

For tho' dull pedants chatter 
Of musical taste. 
Talk of hindered researches. 
And hours run to waste ; 
Tho' they tell us of thoughts 
To ennoble mankind 
Which your poor measures chase 
From the labouring mind ; 
While your music rejoices 
One joyless young heart, 
Perish bookworms and books. 
Perish learning and art — 
Of my vagabond fancies 
111 e'en take my fill. 
" Qualche cosa, signor ? " 
Yes, my child, that I will. 
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PROCESSIONS. 

To and fro, to and fro, 
The long, long processions go. 
Fainter now and now more bright, 
Now in shadow, now in light ; 
Gay and sad, and gay again, 
Mixed of pleasure, mixed of pain. 
Bridal song and burial dirge. 
Rippling blue and leaden surge ; 
Sunlit plain and storm-wrapt hill. 
Saintly lives or stained with ill ; 
Youth and fire and frolic mirth, 
Cold age bending back to earth ; 
Hope and faith and high endeavour. 
Dead lives slowly waning ever ; 
Gleams of varying sun and shade, 
Buds that burst, and flowers that fade ; 
Lives that spring, and lives that fall. 
And a Hidden Will o'er all. 



-0- 
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FOR LIFE. 

Shut in by self, as by a brazen wall, 
In a dry, windless court alone. 
Where no refreshing dews of eve may fall, 
Nor morning sun has shone. 

But ever broader, ever higher, higher. 
And ever yearly stronger grown. 
In long circuitous folds high towers aspire 
Around her central throne. 

And every year adds some fair outer-court. 
Green, lit with fountains, tended well, 
Some dainty pleasaunce fit for joy and sport. 
But not wherein to dwell 

Or some high palace spired with fretted gold. 
And tricked with gems of thought and art ; 
In blank perspective ranks its chambers cold. 
Too fair to touch the heart 
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For far within the inmost coil of towers, 
Wrapt round with shadows like a cloak, 
Where on the twilight hush of slow-paced hours 
Full utterance never broke ; 

Neither of laughter nor the painful sound 
Of great thoughts come to sudden birth, 
Nor murmurs from the Sea that frets around 
The dull laborious earth ; 

Nor voice of love or child, nor note of glee. 
Nor sigh, nor any weal nor woe — 
Nought but a chill, at times, as hopelessly 
The slow years come and go ; 

She broods immured, a devil or a saint, 
Shut fast within a lonely cell, 
Peopled with beatific visions faint. 
Or ghostly shapes of hell. 

And every year she hears from some high gate 
That breaks the dizzy circuit of the wall. 
By hands invisible, but strong as fate, 
The loud portcullis fall. 
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And every year upon her duller ear 
Faint and more faint the outward echoes come, 
Fainter the mingled tones of hope and fear, 
To this her cloistered home. 

Till, when the weary circuit's done and past, 
The last gate clangs, the tall towers sway and fall, 
A great voice calls with thunders, and at last 
The captive breaks her thrall. 



' IN THE PARK, 

The stock-jobbers' madams dash 
In splendour thro' park and street 
Tis a lightning of wheels that flash, 
'Tis a thunder of high-stepping feet 
Shrink aside, vile churl, for these princesses bold- 
These creatures of jewels and ermine and gold — 
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As they loll by in insolent pride, 
Scarce deigning a glance of the eye, 
They scatter their mud stains far and wide 
On the humbler passer-by — 
Some rhymester it may be, whose bitter pen 
Shall pay them their mud stains with interest again. 



And, meanwhile, in some fetid street 
Their spouse and provider sits — 
A swindler fattening on lie and cheat. 
Sole fruit of his sordid wits — 
Full fed and bloated, or wan and pale. 
And haunted with fears of an imminent gaol. 



When my lady of high degree 
Rolls by with her lackeys ablaze, 
It gladdens my heart, good madams, to see 
The disdain of you in her gaze. 
I love her little, but, matched with you, 
I could fall on my knees to a pride so true. 
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Or when Lais rattles by 
In her vesture of visible shame, 
Poor child, I whisper, and who am I, 
To call her dead life by its name ? 
Sad tawdry splendours that, one sure day. 
Will spread swift pinions and flutter away ! 



But with you, vile spawn of deceit, 

What need to be chary of ire ? 

Get down, I say, on your useless feet, 

And cleanse them with honest mire. 
Down with you, 'tis time, ere your coaches be made 
The central block of a new barricade. 



Yet, perhaps, since in this poor life 
Things are double, each against each. 
Among you sometimes is the mother and wife 
With her darlings to cherish and teach. 
The gentle lady, tender and kind. 
With no shadow of evil on heart or mind. 
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Ah, riddle of things ! ah, great 

Perpetual struggle and war ! 

The good which should be, inseparate, 

From the evil things that are — 
How shall I, with purblind vision, arraign 

The marvellous measures of joy and pain? 

Roll by then, brave dames, roll by ; 

You are part of a scheme, I trow. 

No more will I look with a covetous eye 

On your splendours of pomp and show ; 
For I see in your gorgeous chariots the strife, 
The problem, the wonder, the satire, of life. 
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LOSS AND GAIN. 

From day to day, from year to year, 
New waves of change assail us here; 
Each day, each year, prolongs the chain 
Where pleasure alternates with pain. 

New earth-bom exhalations rise. 
To hide the heavens from our eyes ; 
New clouds obscure the vision fair. 
Which dnce was round us everywhere. 

New precious obligations come. 
New sanctities of love and home, 
New tender hopes, new anxious fears, 
And sweet experiences of tears. 

Old tastes are lost, old thoughts grow strange, 
Old longings gradually change. 
Old faiths seem no more dear or true, 
Lost in the full light of the new. 
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Youth's boundless aspirations fled, 
And every wild ambition dead ; 
Love not a meteor blinding sight, 
But a pure ray of sober light 

And for the passionate self of old, 
A deep affection, calm, not cold ; 
A pitying love serenely kind, 
A broader trust, a juster mind, 

A faith which occupies the heart, 
Tho' the brain halts to bear its part. 
Which threat and promise fail to move. 
Like the dim consciousness of love. 

Tho' much be taken, much is left. 
Not all forsaken nor bereft ; 
From change on change we come to rest, 
And the last moment is the best. 
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SONG. 

Only a woman's hair, 
A fair lock severed and dead ; 
But where is the maiden — ^where 
That delicate head ? 

Perhaps she is rich and fair, 
Perhaps she is poor and worn, 
And 'twere better that one somewhere 
Had never been bom. 

And the careless hand that threw 
That faded tress away — 
Ah I the false heart that once beat true, 
Ab ! love flung away. 
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RE VIVAL. 

The earth revives, the woods grow green, 
The yearly miracle is done. 
White lambs in all the fields are seen. 
And the lark carols to the sun. 

Again the sunnier banks are set 
With modest blooms of every hue — 
The wind-flower and the violet, 
The celandine and primrose too ; 

And where the snow-drifts lay so deep, 
And east winds whistled bleak and cold, 
The village children lie asleep. 
Or weave them flowery chains of gold. 

And some sweet softness in the air. 
Some nameless stir of life and spring. 
Thrills the dull city, till even there 
The pale-faced children dance and sing. 



Revival. 47 



Sweet time of youth and hope and life, 
For no long tarrying art thou come — 
Soon, 'mid the summer's dust and strife, 
Thy flowers shall fade, thy songs grow dumb. 

So bloom the young buds of the soul. 
When faith and love are young and high ; 
So, as life's sultry seasons roll. 
The modest blossoms droop and die. 

Stay, spring-tide, stay within the heart. 
Thro' all our growing length of days ; 
Though youth be done, and love depart, 
Still make us blossom into praise. 
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THE APOLOGY, 

I MAY not scorn, I cannot prize 
Those whose quick-coming fancies rise 
Only in quaint disguise — 

Some trick of speech, or mien, or dresg, 
Some obsolete uncomeliness. 

Some ancient wickedness. 

Strange words antique for things not strange. 
Like broken tower and mouldering grange, 
Made fair through time and change. 

Legends of knight, and squire, and dame. 
With this our common life the same 
In glory and in shame. 

Mean lives and narrow aims which owe 
The glamour and the charm they show 
To that strange Long ago ; 
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Nay, meaner, lower than our own, 
Because To-day is wider grown, 

Knows deeper, and is known. 

I doubt if anything there be 
Which best, thro' mask of chivahy. 
Reveals myself to me ; 

Myself, its yearnings and desires, 
Its glimpses of supernal fires. 

The something which aspires ; 

Myself, the thing of blot and stain, 
Which fallen, rises, falls again, 
A mystery of pain ; 

Myself, the toiler slow to earn, 
The thinker sowing words that bum, 
The sensuous in turn. 

The vanquished, the disgraced, the saint, 
Now free as air, now bound and faint, 
By everyday constraint. 

E 
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Or, if too near the present lies 
For common brains and common eyes 
To probe its mysteries, 

If feeble fancy fails to tear 
The outer husk of fact, and bare 
The seed to vital air. 

But too extended, too immense. 
Life's orb a vast circumference 

Stretches for mortal sense ; 

If simpler shows the past, more fair, 
Set in a pure and luminous air, 

Not dimmed by mists of care, 

Seeming to breathe a lighter strain 
Of lutes and lyres where none complain 
With undertones of pain ; — 

If haply there we seem to view 
Ourselves, behind a veil, yet true, 

The germ from which we grew 
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Not less our duty and our pride 
Forbid to leave unsought, untried, 
The glories at our side. 

What ? shall the limner only paint 
Blue hills with adumbrations faint, 
Or misty aureoled saint. 

And scorn to ponder flower or tree. 
Ripe fields, child-faces, summer sea, 
And all fair things that be ; 

Nor care thro' passions endless play 
Our living brethren to portray. 

Who fare to doom to-day. 

When the sun's finger deigns to trace 
Each line and feature of man's face, 
Its beauty and disgrace ? 

Or shall the skilled musician dare 
Only to sound some jocund air 
Arcadian, free from care. 
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Round whom in strains that scorn control 
The mighty diapasons roll, 

That speak from soul to soul, 

Our mystical modem music deep. 
Not piped by shepherds to their sheep. 
But wrung from souls that weep ; 

Where seldom melody is heard. 
Nor simple woodland note of bird, 
So deep a depth is stirred, 

Such blended harmonies divine 
Across the core of sweetness twine 
As round the grape the vine ? 

Or shall some false cold dream of art 
Corrupt the voice and chill the heart, 
And turn us from our part. 

Blot out the precious lesson won 
From all the ages past and done, 

That bard and seer are one? 
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Dull creed of earthy souls ! who tell 
That, be the song of heaven or hell, 
Who truly sings, sings well. 

And with the same encomiums greet 
The satyr baring brutish feet, 

And pure child-angels sweet ; 

Whose praise in equal meed can share 
The Mgenad with distempered hair. 
The cold Madonna fair. 

Great singers of the past ! whose song , 
Still streams down earthward pure and strong, 
Free from all stain of wrong. 

Whose lives were chequered, but whose verse 
The generations still rehearse ; 

Yet never soul grew worse. 

What is it that these would ? shall I, 
Bom late in time, consent to lie 
In the old misery? 
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I — ^who have leamt that flesh is dust, 
What gulfs dissever love from lust, 
The wrongful from the just — 

Put on again the rags of sense, 
A Pagan without innocence, 

A Christian in offence ? 

Perish the thought ! I am to-day 
What God and Time have made me ; they 
Have ordered, I obey. 

And day by day the labouring earth 
Whirls on — ^glad mysteries of birth. 

Sad death throes, sorrow, mirth. 

Youth's flower just bursting into bloom, 
Wan age, a sun which sets in gloom, 
The cradle, and the tomb. • 

These are around me — hope and fear, 
Not fables, but alive and near. 

Fresh smile and'scarce-dried tear. 
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These are around me, these I sing, 
These, these of every thought and thing, 
My verse shall heavenward wing. 

The sun but seems to kiss the hill. 
And all the vast eternal Will 

Is moving, working, stilL 

God is. Truth lives, and overhead 
Behold a visible glory spread. 
Only the past is dead. 

Courage, arise ; if hard it seem 
To sing the present, yet we deem 
'Tis worthier than a dream. 

Awake, arise, for to the bold 
The seeming desert comes to hold 
Blossoms of white and gold. 



I 
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Shall I then choose to take my side 
With those who love their thoughts to hide 
In vague abstractions wide ? 

Whose dim verse struggles to recall 
The hopes, the fears that rise and fall 
Deep in the souls of all 

Who fitly choose a fitting theme. 
Not things which neither are nor seem, 
No visionary dream. 

But the great psalm of life, the long 
Harmonious confluence of song 
Thro' all the ages strong. 

But grown to wider scale to-day, 
And sweeping fuller chords than they 
Knew who have passed away. 

A worthy theme for worthy bard. 
But all too often blurred and marred 
By intonations hard. 
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So that the common eye and ear 
Can dimly see and faintly hear 

What should be bright and clear. 

Who wing the fiery thought so high, 
An arrow shot into the sky, 
Its failing forces die. 

And all the straining eye discerns 
Is but a spark which feebly bums, 

Then quenched to earth returns. 

Or with a borrowed lyre devote 
Hoarse accent and untuneful throat 
'To sound a difficult note, 

By currents of conflicting thought. 
And counter themes which rise unsought, 
And jangling chords distraught. 

Not song, but science, sign not sound, 
Not soaring to high heaven, but bound 
Fast to the common ground. 
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Who with a pitiless skill dissect 
What secret sources, vexed and checked, 
Surge upward in effect, 

And trace in endless struggling rhyme 
How hearts forlorn of love and time 
Have rotted into crime. 

Or those who, baffled and opprest 
By life's incessant fierce unrest, 

Where nought that is seems best, 

Assail the tyrant, lash the wrong, 
Till but a wild invective long. 
Is left in lieu of ^ng. 

Most precious all, yet this is sure. 
The song which longest shall endure 
Is simple, sweet, and pure. 

Not psychologic riddles fine. 
Not keen analysis combine 

In verse we feel divine. 
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Nor fierce overbalanced rage alone, 
Which mars the rhyme, and dulls the tone- 
They may not sing who groan; 

But a sweet cadence, wanting much 
Of depth, perhaps, and fire, but such 
As finer souls can touch. 

To finer issues ; such as come 
To him who far afield must roam. 

Thinking old thoughts of home. 

Or who in Sabbath twilights hears 
His children lisp a hymn, and fears 
Lest they should see his tears. 



Wherefore, my soul, if song be thine, 
If any gleam of things divine 

Thro' thee may dimly shine, 
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If ever any faintest note 
Of far-off sweetness swell thy throat, 
True echo tho' remote, 

This is my task, to sing To-day, 
Not dead years past and fled away) 
But this alone — To^y. 

Or if I pause a little space 
Striving, across the gulf, to trace 
Some fine, forgotten face — 

Some monarch of the race whose name 
Still lives upon the lips of fame, 

Touched by no stain of shame ; 

Some sweet old love-tale, ever young. 
Which of old time the burning tongue 
Of god-like bard has sung ; 

Some meed of effort nobly won, 
Some more than human task begun. 
Precious though left undone ; 
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Some awful story, strong to show 
How passions unrestricted flow 
Into a sea of woe ; 

Not less my powers I strive to bend, 
Not less my song aspires to tend 
To one imchanging end. 

By lofty aspirations, stirred 
Thro* homely music, daily heard, 

Trite phrase and common word, 

Simple, but holding at the core 
Thoughts which strange speech and varied lore 
Have hid from men before. 

To lift how little howsoe'er 
The hearts of toilers struggling here, 
In joyless lives and sere. 

To make a little lighter yet 
Their lives by daily ills beset, 

Whom men and laws forget. 
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To sing, if sing I must, of love 
As a pure spell, with power to move 
Dull hearts to things above. 

But choosing rather to portray 
The warring tides of thoughts which stray 
Thro' doubting souls to-day. 

Or if at times, with straining eye 
And voice, I dwell on things which lie 
Hidden in Futurity, 

And strive to tell in halting rhyme 
The glorious dawn, the golden prime. 
The victories of Time, 

The race transfigured, wrong redressed. 
None worn with labour, nor oppressed. 
But peace for all and rest. 

And knowledge throwing wide the shrine 
From whose broad doorways seems to shine 
An effluence Divine ; — 
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If of these visions fain to dream, 
Not less I hold, whatever may seem, 
The Present for my theme, 

The vain regret remembering, 
Which lost occasion knows to bring,- 
Afraid, yet bound, to sing. 
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SONG, 

Ah ! love is like a tender flower 

Hid in the opening leaves of life, 

Which, when the springtide calls, has power 

To scorn the elemental strife — 

So strong, that well it knows to gain 

Fresh sweetness from the wind and rain. 

So strong, and yet so weak, alas ! 

It waits the wooing of the sun ; 

'Mid frosts and snows the brief hours pass, 

And when they melt the spring is done. 

Gay blooms and honeyed fruits may come. 

But spring is dead, and birds are dumb. 



As in a Picture, 65 



AS IN A PICTURE, 

White, on a cliff they stood; 
Beyond, a cypress wood. 

Three there were — one who wept, 
And one as though he slept ; 

One with wide steadfast eyes 
Fixed in a sad surprise. 

Day, like a-djdng hymn. 
Grew gradually dim.* 

A solitary star 

Gleamed on them from afar. 

Beneath, by sand ^nd cave 
Sobbed the continual wave. 

Long time in reverent thought 
Who these might be I sought, 

Then suddenly I said, 

" Oh, Lord of quick and dead ! " 



F 
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SERMONS IN STONES. 

And is it but a vision then, 
The page which taught us to aspire, 
No utterance of diviner men. 
No purer gleam of heavenly fire ? 

For see, from every shapeless mound 
Where tower and city stood of old, 
A dead voice speaking without sound, 
A sullen Testament and cold. 

Jehovah, Sisit : what are they 
But names for that which has no name, 
Survivals of a vanished day, 
Differing in speech, and yet the same ? 

What then, and shall our faith seem nought 
Because o'er wider ambit spread. 
Because the partial God they taught 
Is, as the Jewish teachers, dead ; 
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Because the legends they declare 
Of man's first birth, the fall, the flood. 
Are theirs no longer, but to share 
With every race of common blood ? 

Be sure the ampler faith we raise. 
The higher is our worship grown, 
And He, in these more favoured days. 
Builds Him a more befitting throne. 

God giveth not. He doth but lend. 
And this alone is ours to say. 
All forms of creed shall have an end, 
And He who- gave shall take away.. 
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AT AN ALMSHOUSE, 

Beneath these shadows holy 
Age rests, or paces slowly, 
And muses, muses always 
On that which once has been, 
Recalling years long ended. 
And vanished visions splendid ; 

The throb, the flush of old days. 
When all the world was green. 

When every hour brought pleasure, 
And every flower a treasure. 
And whispered words were spoken, 
And love was everywhere. 
The swift brief hour of passion, 
And then the old, old fashion, 
The childish accents broken — 
Oh, precious days and fair ! 
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The years of self-denial, 

Blissful tho' full of trial, 

The young blooms waxing stronger, 

The older come to fruit. 

The tranquil days of gladness. 

The gradual calm and sadness. 

When .childhood cheers no longer, 

And all the house is mute. 

Gone, but not wholly taken ; 
Left, yet not all forsaken. 
Again the worn hearts cherish 
The memories of home ; 
Again love-whispers greet them. 
Their children run to meet them, 
Blest dreams which never perish 
Until the end be come. 
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FROM MY WINDOW, 



By the window where I sit, 

Ah ! what strange processions flit ! 

Up and down, up and down, 

In the sunlight, by the gaslight, 

Thro* dust and glare, thro' mud and rain. 

All the secrets of the town 

Pass and pass again. 

Ah ! if only I could leam 

By some sleight of soul to turn 

From the grave side of life. 

See no food for aught but laughter 

In those wan unlovely forms ; 

Not the care, the pain, the strife, 

The fierce continual storms. 



From My Window. 71 

Humble maybe, commonplace, 
Wanting wholly light and grace, 
Mark for scorn if you will. 
And yet, every one remember. 
Saintly, sinful, great, and small, 
Of one substance with us still, 
Brothers and sisters all. 

But to-day we will not turn 

With a cynic censure stem 

To the vapid haughty faces 

Which the gay barouche rolls swiftly. 

Nor with softer glance descry 

The sweet airs and tender graces 

Of young maids fair and shy. 

Nor the haggard toil-worn air 
Of grave merchants, full of care, 
Nor the fop's idle leer. 
Nor the stolid street musician, 
Nor the beggar with his whine. 
Pattering talk, and ready tear, 
Nor shameful satBis fine. 
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For my picture of to-day — 
See, he slowly creeps this way, 
Pit-a-pat, pit-a-pat. 
On he totters, feebly, slowly. 
Hustled by the careless throng, 
With one seeming end, and that 
Only to crawl along. 

Every day he takes his stand. 
Silent with an outstretched hand. 
Footing slow down the street. 
Every day with measured paces. 
Wandering aimless thro* the gloom. 
He plods on with weary feet 
The passage to the tomb. 

From his silent lips no word 
Thro' the livelong day is heard — 
Pit-a-pat goes his staff — 
But he bears a mute entreaty 
In worn face and sightless eyes. 
Children round him play and laugh, 
Age goes by and sighs. 
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Kingdoms rise and kingdoms fall, . 
Yet he takes no heed at all ; 
The old round he must plod, 
From dark mom to darker evening. 
From youth to age, from year to year. 
Despised by man, forgot by God, 
Who sent and leaves him here. 

Oh, faithless ! nearer look awhile. 
For him too life's path may smile. 
He has joys even as we. 
Not unequal is the measure 
Which the Ruler metes withal. 
Mingled bliss and misery 
Are given to us all. 

Blind men creeping down the street. 
This dieir brother stay to greet 
With a tap of the staff. 
Sometimes tiny coins of silver 
Half afraid he comes to hold ; 
One day, thinks he, with a laugh. 
Some one left him gold ! 
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To the gloom 'where he must live 
Hope has rainbow hues to give, 
Fairer far than of sight ; 
'Mid the murky, sunless city 
He no woeful sight may see. 
Only a dreamland fair and bright. 
For all the misery. 

He lives on from day to day. 
Daily treads his chosen way : 
What more does prince or king? 
Food he has, and humble shelter, 
Hope he has, and love, and home, 
Children run forth welcoming. 
When they hear him come. 

One of these, a gentle child. 

With long locks and large eyes mild. 

Led him forth yesterday ; 

With grave kiss I saw her leave him, 

Hurrying home by crowded street. 

And with a smile he sped away 

On his accustomed beat. 
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And I mused within my mind, 
Who has vision ; who is blind — 
This one, or we who see ? 
Who holds finer, truer insight — 
We who see the form, the shell, 
The outward husk of things, or he 
Who knows the essence well ? 

We, too, to a hidden end. 
Cheered by passing love or friend. 
Pace along year by year, 
Knowing neither whence nor whither ; 
Grope along life's outer wall. 
Solaced by hope, rebuffed by fear, 
Contented not to fall. 

Which more lonely ? since his eyes 
See no others looking lies 
And false smiles when they meet. 
Which with narrower aims or lower- 
He who plods for daily bread. 
Or we who choose with lifelong feet 
Gain's dusty paths to tread ? 



i 
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Jo)rs and sorrows, smiles and tears, 
Insight, blindness, hopes, and fears, 
With rough justice meted out ; 
As I see him go forth cheerful, 
Gaily bearing such a cross, 
I measure with a faithful doubt 
Our profit with his loss. 



— o- 
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A YORKSHIRE RIVER, 

The silent surfaces sleep 
With a sullen viscous flow, 
. And scarce in the squalid deep 
Swing the dead weeds to and fro, 
And no living thing is there to swim or creep 
In the sunless gulfs below. 

And beneath are the ooze and the slime. 
Where the corpse lies as it fell. 
The hidden secrets of crime 
\Vhich no living tongue shall tell, 
The shameful story of time. 
The old, old burden of hell. 

All the grasses upon the bank 

Are bitter with scurf and drift. 

And the reeds are withered and dank ; 

And sometimes, when the smoke clouds shift, 

You may see the tall shafts in a hideous rank 

Their sulphurous fumes uplift 
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From the black blot up the stream 

The funeral barges glide, 

And the waves part as in a dream 

From broad bow and sunken side ; 

And 'tis "greed, greed !" hisses from coal and from steam, 

Foul freightage and turbid tide, 

Like the life of a slumbering soul 
Grown dull in content and health. 
Whose dark depths lazily roll, 
Whose still currents creep by stealth. 
Nor sorrow nor yearning comes to control 
The monotonous tide of wealth. 

Fair or foul, in. life as in death, 

One blight and corruption o'er all. 

Blow on them, great wind, with thy breath, 

Fall, blinding water-floods, fall, 

Till the dead life below awakeneth, 

And deep unto deep doth call ! 
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FOR JUDGMENT, 

The form was young, the face was fair, 
Her hands seemed still together tied, 

'Twas as if Eve was standing there. 
With the stem guardian at her side. 

I mused on all the depths of will, 

Of judgment, knowledge, right, and wrong. 
The pleadings crept their course, and still 

I sat in musings sad and long. 

But when they ceased the tale of shame. 
And the cold voice pronounced her name, 

But one thought held me, that was all, 
'Twas thus we did my sister call. 



■o 
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ODE ON A FAIR SPRING MORNING. 

Come, friend, let us forget 

The turmoil of the world a little while, 

For now the soft skies smile. 

The fields with flowers are set. 

Let us away awhile 

With fierce unrest and carking thoughts of care, 

And breathe a little while the jocund air. 

And sing the joyous measures sung 

By those free singers, when the world was young. 

For still the world is young, for still the spring 

Renews itself, and still the lengthening hours 

Bring back the month of flowers. 

The leaves are green to-day as those of old. 

For Chaucer and for Shakspeare ; still the gold 

Gleams from the rippling fields of ripening wheat; 

Young maids are fair and sweet 

As when they frolicked gay, with flashing feet, 

Round the old May-pole. All young things rejoic( 

No sorrow dulls the blackbird's mellow voice, 

Thro' the clear summer dawns or twilights long. 
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With aspect not more dim » 

Thro' space the planets swim 

Than of old time o'er the Chaldean plain. 

We only, we alone, 

Let jarring discords mar our song. 

And find our music take a lower tone. 

We only with dim eyes 

And laboured vision feebly strain, 

And flout the undying splendours of the skies. 



Oh, see how glorious show. 

On this fair mom in May, the clear-cut hills. 

The dewy lawns, the hawthorns white, 

Argent on plains of gold, the growing light 

Pure as when first on the young earth 

The faint warm sunlight came to birth. 

There is a nameless air 

Of sweet renewal over all which fills 

The earth and sky with life, and everywhere. 

Before the scarce seen sun begins to glow. 

The birds awake which slumbered all night long, 

And with a gush of song, 
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First doubting of their strain, then full and wide 

Raise their fresh hymns thro' all the country side. 

Already, above the dewy clover. 

The soaring lark begins to hover 

Over his mate's low nest ; 

And soon, from childhood's early rest 

In hall and cottage, to the casement rise 

The little ones with their fresh morning eyes, 

And gaze on the old Earth, which still grows new. 

And see the tranquil heaven's unclouded blue. 

And, since as yet no sight nor sound of toil 

The fair spread, peaceful picture comes to soil, 

Look from their young and steadfast eyes 

With such an artless sweet surprise 

As Adam knew, when first on either hand 

He saw the virgin landscapes of the morning land. 



Oh, youth, dawn, springtide, triune miracle. 
Renewing life in earth, and sky, and man. 
By what eternal plan 
Dost thou revive again and yet again ? 
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There is no mom that breaks, 

No bud that bursts, no life that comes to birth, 

But the rapt fancy takes. 

Far from the duller plains of mind and earth. 

Up to -the source and origin of things, 

Where, poised on brooding wings. 

It seems to hover o'er the immense inane, 

And see the suns, like feeble rings of light. 

Orb from the gray, and all the youngling globe 

A coil of vapour circling like a dream, 

Then fixed compact for ever ; the first beam 

Strike on the dark and undivided sea, 

And wake the deeps with life. Oh, mystery 

That still dost baffle thought, 

Though by all sages sought, 

And yet art daily done 

With each returning sun, 

With every dawn which reddens in the skies, 

With every opening of awakened eyes ! 

How shall any dare to hold 
That the fair world groweth old, 
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And now hath spent on time 

The glories of its prime ? 

Beautiful were the days indeed 

Of the Pagan's simple creed, 

When all of life was made for girl and boy, 

And all religion was but to enjoy. 

The fair chivalric dream 

To some may glorious seem. 

When from the sleeping centuries. 

Awakened Europe seemed to rise. 

It may be that we cannot know. 

In these ripe years, the glory and the glow 

Of those young hours of time, and careless days, 

Borne down too much by knowledge, and opprest, 

To halt a little for the needed rest. 

And yield ourselves awhile to joy and praise. 

Yet every year doth bring 

With each recurrence of the genial hour 

The infancy of spring, 

With store of tender leaf and bursting flower, 

And still to every home 

Fresh childish voices come, 
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And eyes that opened last in Paradise, 
And with each rosy dawn 
Are night and death withdrawn. 
Another world rises for other eyes ; 
Again begins the joy, the stress, the strife, 
Ancient as time itself, and wide as life. 



We are the ancients of the world indeed. 

No more the simple creed. 

When every hill and stream and grove 

Was filled with shy divinities of love, 

Allures us, serving as our King 

A Lord of grief and suffering. 

Too much our wisdom burdens to permit 

The fair, thin visions of the past, to flit 

From shade to shade, or float from hill to hill. 

We are so compassed round by ill. 

That all the music of our lives is dumb. 

Amid the turbulent waves of sound that rise. 

The discord bom of doubts, and tears, and sighs. 

Which daily to the listening ear do come ; 



i 
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Nay, sometimes, deafened by the incessant noise 
Of vast world-engines, grinding law on law, 
We lose the godhead that our fathers saw. 
And all our higher joys. 
And bear to plod on daily, deaf and blind, 
To a dark gbal we dare not hope to find. 

« 

But grows the world then old ? 

Nay, all things that are bom of time 

Spring upwards, and expand from youth to prime, 

Spring up from flower to fiiiit. 

From song-tide till the days are mute. 

Green blade to ear of gold. % 

But not the less through the eternal round 

The sleep of winter wakes in days of spring, 

And not the less the bare and frozen ground 

Grows blithe with blooms that burst and birds that sing. 

Nature is deathless ; herb and tree. 

Through time that has been and shall be, 

Change not, although the outward form 

Seem now the columned palm 

Nourished in zones of calm. 

And now the gnarled oak that defies the storm. 
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The cedar's thousand summers are no more 

To her than are the fleeting petals gay 

Which the young spring, ere March is o'er, 

Scarce offered, takes away. 

Eternal are her works. Unchanging she, 

Alike in short-lived flower and ever-changing sea. 

We, too, are deathless ; we, 
Eternal as the Earth, 
We cannot cease to be 
While springtide comes or birth. 
If our being cease to hold 
Reflected lights divine 
On budding lives, they day by day do shine 
With unabated gold. 

Though lost it may be to our mortal sight. 
It cannot be that any perish quite- 
Only the baser part forgets to be. 
And if within the hidden Treasury 
Of the great Ruler we awhile should rest. 
Or issue with a higher stamp imprest. 
With all our baser alloy purged and spent. 
Were we not thus content? 
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Our thoughts too mighty are 

To be within our span of years confined, 

Too deep and wide and far, 

The hopes, the fears, that crowd the labouring mind. 

The sorrows that oppress. 

The sanctities that bless. 

Are vaster than this petty stage of things. 

The soaring fancy mounts on easy wings 

Beyond the glimmer of the furthest star^ 

The watcher who with patient eye 

Scans the illumined sky. 

Knows when the outward rushing fire shall turn, 

And in far ages hence shall brightly bum 

For eyes to-day undreamt o£ The clear voice 

From Greece or Israel thro' the centuries heard 

Still bids us tremble or rejoice. 

Stronger than living look or word 

The love of home or race, 

Which doth transfigure us, and seems to bring 

On every heaven-lit face 

Some shadow of the glory of our King, 

Fades not on earth, nor with our years doth end ; 

Nay, even earth's poor physical powers transcend 
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The narrow bounds of space and time, 

The swift thought by some mystic sympathy 

Speeding through desert sand, and storm-tost sea. 

And shall we hold the range of mind 

Is to our little lives confined ; 

That the pure heart in some blest sphere above. 

Loves not which here was set on fire of love ; 

The clear eye scans not still, which here could scan 

The confines of the Universal plan ; 

The seer nor speaks nor thinks his thoughts subjime, 

And all of Homer is a speck of Ume ? 

Nay, friend, let us forget 

The conflicts of our doubt a little while, 

Again our springs shall smile ; 

We shall not perish yet. 

If God so guide our fate. 

The nobler portions of ourselves shall last 

Till all the lower rounds of life be past. 

And we, regenerate. 

We too again shall rise. 

The same and not the same, 

As daily rise upon the orient skies 

New dawns with wheels of flame. 
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So, if it worthy prove, 

Our being, self-perfected, shall upward move 

To higher essence, and still higher grown. 

Not sweeping idle harps before a throne. 

Nor spending praise where is no need of praise. 

But through unnumbered lives and ages come 

Of pure laborious days. 

To an eternal home. 

Where spring is not, nor birth, nor any dawn. 

But life's iiill noontide never is withdrawn. 
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LOVE TRIUMPHANT. 

Love took me up, a naked, helpless child. 
Love laid me sleeping on the tender breast. 
Love gazed on me with saintly eyes and juild, 
Love watched me as I lay in happy rest. 
Love was my childhood's stay, my chiefest good. 
My daily friend, my solace and my food. 

But when to Love's own stature I was come. 
Treading the paths where fabled Loves abound, 
Hard by the Cytherean's magic home. 
Loveless I paced alone the enchanted ground. 
Some phantoms pale I marked, which fled away. 
And lo, my youth was gone ; my hair turned grey. 

Loveless I lived long time, until I knew 
A thrill since childish hours unknown before. 
My cloistered heart forth to the wicket flew. 
And Love himself was waiting at the door. 
And now, however the treacherous seasons move, 
Love dwells with me again, and I with Love. 
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Love folds me round, Love walks with me, Love takes 

My heart and bums it with a holy fire ; 

Love lays me on his silver wings, and makes 

My fainting soul to thinner air aspire. 

Love of the Source, the Race, the True, the Right, 

This is my sole companion day and night. 



TOLERANCE, 

Call no faith false which e'er has brought 
Relief to any laden life. 
Cessation from the pain of thought. 
Refreshment 'mid the dust of strife. 

What though the thing to which they kneel 
Be dumb and dead as wood or stone. 
Though all the rapture which they feel 
Be for the worshipper alone ? 
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They worship, they adore, they bow 
Before the Ineffable Source, before 
The hidden soul of good ; and thou, 
With all thy wit, what dost thou more ? 

Kneel with them, only if there come 
Some zealot or sleek knave who strives 
To mar the sanctities of home, 

To tear asunder wedded lives ; 

Or who by subtle wile has sought. 
By shameful promise, shameful threat, 
To turn the thinker from his thought, 
To efface the eternal landmarks set, 

Twixt faith and knowledge ; hold not peace 
For such, but like a sudden flame 
Let loose thy scorn on him, nor cease 
Till thou hast covered him with shame. 
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A HYMN IN TIME OF IDOLS. 

Though they may crowd 

Rite upon rite, and mystic song on song ; 

Though the daep organ loud 

Through the long nave reverberate full and strong ; 

Though the weird priest, 

Whom rolling clouds of incense half conceal, 

By gilded robes increased. 

Mutter and sign, and proudly prostrate kneel; 

Not pomp, nor song, nor bended knee 

Shall bring them any nearer Thee. 

I would not hold 

Therefore that those who worship still where they. 

In dear dead days of old, 

Their distant sires, knelt once and p^sed away, 

May not from carven stone, 

High arching nave and reeded column fine. 

And the thin soaring tone 

Of the keen organ catch a breath divine, 
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Or that the immemorial sense 
Of worship adds not reverelnce. 

But by some bare 

Hill side or plain, or crowded city street, 

Wherever purer spirits are. 

Or hearts with love inflamed together meet. 

Rude bench and naked wall. 

Humble and sordid to the world-dimmed sight;, 

On these shall come to fall 

A golden ray of consecrating light, 

And thou within the midst shalt there 

Invisible receive the prayer. 

In every home. 

Wherever there are loving hearts and mild, 

Thou still dost deign to come. 

Clothed with the likeness of a little child. 

Upon the hearth thou still 

Dwellest with them at meat, or work, or play. 

Thou who all space dost fill 

Art with the pure and humble day by day ; 

Thou treasurest the tears they weep. 

And watchest o'er them while they sleep. 
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Spirit and Word, 

That still art hid in every faithful heart, 

Indwelling Thought and Lord-^ 

How should they doubt who know thee as thou art ? 

How think to bring thee near 

By magic words, or signs, or any spell, 

Who art among us here, 

Who always iiji the loving soul dost dwell. 

Who art the staff and stay indeed 

Of the weak knees and hands that bleed ? 

Then let them take 

Their pagan trappings, and their lifeless lore ; 

Let us arise and make 

A worthy temple where was none before. 

Each soul is its own shrine. 

Its priesthood, its sufficient sacrifice. 

Its cleansing fount divine. 

Its hidden store of precious sanctities. 

Those only fit for priestcraft are 

From whom their Lord and King is far. 
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ON A MODERN PAINTED WINDO W. 

Time was they lifted thee so high 
Between the gazer and the sky, 
That all the worshipper might see 
Was God no more, but only thee. 

So high was set thy cross, that they 
Who would thy lightest 'hest obey, 
Saw not thy gracious face, nor heard 
More than an echo of thy word. 

But now 'tis nearer to the ground. 
The weeping women kneel around, 
The scoffers sneering by, deride 
Thy kingly claims, thy wounded side. 

Only two beams of common wood, 
And a meek victim bathed in blood. 
Rude nails that pierce the tortured limb. 
Mild eyes with agony grown dim. 

H 
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Aye, but to those who know thee right 
Faith strengthens with the nearer sight ; 
Love builds a deeper stronger creed 
On those soft eyes and hands that bleed. 

Raised but a little from the rest, 
But higher therefore and more blest ; 
No more an empty priestly sign. 
But the more human, more divine. 
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A MIDSUMMER NIGHT, 

The long day wanes, the broad fields fade ; the night, 
The sweet June night, is like a curtain drawn. 
The dark lanes know no faintest sound, and white 
The pallid hawthorn lights the smooth-pleached lawn. 
The scented earth drinks from the silent skies 
Soft dews, more sweet than softest harmonies. 

There is no stir nor breath of air, the plains 

Lie slumbering in the close embrace of night. 

Only the rustling land-rail's note complains ; 

The children's casement shows the half veiled light, 

Only beneath the solemn elm trees tall 

The fountain seems to fall and cease to fall. 

No change will come, nor any sound be made 
Thro' the still hours which shall precede the day ; 
Only the bright-eyed stars will slowly fade. 
And a thin vapour rise up cold and gray, 
Then a soft breeze will whisper firesh and cold. 
And up the swift sun hurries red as gold. 
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And then another dawn, another link 

To bind the coming to the vanished day, 

Another foot-pace nearer to the brink 

Whereon our perilous footsteps hardly stay, 

Another line upon the secular page 

Of birth-throes, bridals, sick-beds, youth and age. 

Sweet summer night, than summer days more fair, 
Safe haven of the weary and forlorn. 
Splendid the gifts the luminous noontides bear, 
Lovely the opening eyelids of the mom ; 
But thou with softest touch transfigurest 
This toilwom earth into a heaven of rest. 
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TO VANISHED YOUTH. 

Who is there who shall recall us the charm of our 
spring-tide, 

Fair blooms to light all waste and desolate places ; 

Who shall renew us the throb and the hurry of pleasure, 

Flashing eyes and close-linked arms, and blushing 
faces? 

Come back, youth, come back, oh, love-time of joy and of 
song. 

For now are all things grown dull, and the glory 
vanished. 

We plod on through roads untrodden and joyless ways ; 

A gray mist hides the hills and the plains and the 
sunshine, 

Thro' twilight cold and drear the wayfarer strays. 

Come back, youth, come back, oh, love-time of joy and of 
song. 

What is this sorry store of wisdom they bid us rejoice in. 
What but the cast-off rags of a past that is gone ? 

The past is withered and faded, and clean forgotten, 

Give us the present to hold, not days that are done. 

Come back, youth, come back, oh, love-time of joy and of 
song. 
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GOOD IN EVERYTHING. 

The white shafts of the dawn dispel 

The night clouds banked across the sky ; 
The sluggish vapours curl and die, 

And the day rises. It is well. 

Unfold, ye tender blooms of life ; 
- Sing, birds ; let all the world be gay. 

Tis well, — the morning of our day 
Must rise 'mid joyous songs and strife. 

Beat, noonday sun, till all the plain 
Swoons, and life seems asleep or dead : 
Tis well, — the harvest of our bread 

Is sown in sorrow and reaped in pain. 

Close, evening shadows, soft and deep. 
When life reviving breathes once more ; 
Fall, silent night, when toil is o'er. 

And the soul folds her wings in sleep. 
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Come joy or grief, come right or wrong, 
In good or evil, life or death ; 
We are the creatures of His breath : 

Nor shall His hand forsake us long. 



THE REPLY, 

If I were to answer you 

As you would, my soul would soar 

Like the lark from earth-bom eyes. 

Soar and hide in far-off skies, 
Soar and come to mortal view 
Nevermore. 

Whatsoever chance befall. 
Of myself I'd die possest 
If they hold a willing mind 
Silken -threads like steel can bind. 
Only to be fre^ is blest — 
Free is all. 
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Press me not, of earth am I ; 
Paths there are I dare not tread. 
Sweet are fields and flowers, the smile 
Of girlhood : but a little while 
Blossoms youth, and overhead 
Laughs the sky. 

What have we to do with love, — 
We for whom the seasons bring 
Nothing else than golden hours. 
Sun that burns, nor cloud that lowers, 
Thro' whose veins the tides of spring 
Lightly move ? 

But if any pain should come 
To overcloud your summer, dear. 
Pain another's heart may share. 
Come and we our fate will dare, — 
Come, forgetting doubt and fear, 
To your home. 
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THE TOUCHSTONE. 



Said one, " Tis Use must lend 
The clue our thought to bend 
To the true end." 

Then I. " But can your thought 
Reach thus for ages sought, 
The eternal ' Ought ? ' " 

" Would not the martyr spurn 
The truth you teach to learn. 
Rot, rather, — ^bum?" 

" Were not death's self more s weet 
Than to live incomplete 
A life effete ? " 
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Then he. " But who shall hold 
They grasped not over bold 
Their faith of old," 

" Hoarding a random creed 
For wliich they bore to bleed, 
Not proved indeed ?" 

" For who the truth shall seize 
Grasps it by slow degrees. 
Not snatched, as these." 

" And who would save his kind 
Must spend the clue to find 
Not heart, but mind." 

Then I. " But mind alone 

Is dead as wood or stone, 
Stirs nought and none." 

" And who with prying eyes 
Will motive analyze, 
For him it dies." 



The Touchstone, 107 

" And all his hours remain 
A barren endless plain, 
Not joy nor pain : " 

" A tideless, windless sea, 

A blank eternity, . 
'^Still doomed to be." 

Then he. " The Use we teach 
All forms of being can reach, 
Saves all by each." 

" No hasty glance or blind, • 
To passing goods confined. 
Changeful as wind ; " 

« 
" But with a steadfast view 

Piercing the boundless blue 

Up to the True," 

" Contented to efface 
Self, if from out its place 
Blossoms the race ; " 
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" If from lives cmshed and wrecked, 
A perfected effect, 
Man stands erect." 

" To whom all pleasures show 
An aspect mean and low 
Beside to know." 

" Holding all other thought 
Than which for this is sought 
A thing of nought" 

\' This seeking, nothing less, 
What broader happiness 
Most lives may bless?*' 

Then I. " If the desire 

To which your thoughts aspire 

Blazed forth afire ; " 

" If all the task were done. 
All stubborn contests won 
Beneath the sun ; " 
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" If hope came not to cheer, 
Nor bracing chill of fear, 
Sweet sigh nor tear ; " 

** But all the race should sleep 
In a broad calm, too deep 
For one to weep," 

" And o'er all lands should reign 
A dull content inane. 
Worse far than pain ; '^ 

" If, all its griefs forgot, 
Slowly the race should rot. 
Fade and be not ; '' 

" Would not the thought oppress 
The dream that once could bless, 
With such distress,*' 

"That, from the too great strain. 
Life withered, heart and brain, 
Would rise in vain?'' 



no Songs of Two Worlds, 

Then he. ' " The outcome this 
Of all philosophies 
Who seeks shall miss." 

" Who toil aright, for those 
Life's pathway, ere it close, 
Is as the rose." 

" The spires of wisdom stand 
Piled by the unconscious hand, 
From grains of sand." 

** And pleasure comes unsought 
To those who take but thought 
For that they ought ; *' 

" A bloom, a perfume rare, 
A deep-hid jewel fair 
For those who dare." 

" So who the race aright 
Loveth, a clearer sight 
Shall yet requite;" 
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" And, since he seeks it less, 
An unsought happiness 
His toil shall bless." 

Then I. " 'Twere strange indeed 
Should not our longing need 
A clearer creed." 

" If only this were blest, 
To ponder well how best 
To serve the rest" 

" Since grows ; 'tis understood, 
The happy multitude, 
From each man's good," 

" From general sacrifice. 
How should for each arise. 
Content for sighs ? " 

" Or shall we deem it true 
That who the road pursue 
To gain the True," 
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" May not the summit gain 
By paths direct and plain 
To heart and brain," 

" But with averted mind, 
And sedulously blind, 
The end must find?" 

"Is truth a masker, then. 
Rejoiced to mock the ken 
Of toiling men ? " 

" Now tricked as Use, now Right, 
But always in despite 
Of our poor sight." 

" Doth it not rather seem 
We live, whatever we deem. 
As in a dream,'' 

" Acting, but acting still 
The dictates to fulfil 
Of a sure Will,'' 
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" Seeing in Use and Right, 
Twin rays indefinite 
Of a great Light,'' 

" A mystic Sun and clear, 
Which through mind's atmosphere 
Can scarce appear," 

" But which not less we know ; 
In all fair flowers that grow, 
Loud storms that blow," 

" In noble thought and word. 
In aspirations heard. 
When hearts are stirred," 

" In every breathing breath. 
Life that awakeneth. 
Life that is death," 

" Whether serene it shine 
Or clouds our view confine. 
Wondrous, Divine ? " 
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Then he. " Shall this excuse 
Him who 9. dream should choose 
Rather than Use," 

" That he prefer to hold 
Some dark abstraction old, 
Remote, and cold," 

" Some thin ghost, fancy-dressed, 
Whereby men's souls oppressed, 
Forfeit the best,'' 

" And for a dream neglect 
What splendours of effect . 
Their lives had decked ? " 

Then I. " Though mind and brain 
Wither and are in vain. 
And thought a pain ; " 

" Th6ugh sorrow, like a thief. 
Follow to rob belief. 
And faith be grief;" 
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" Though my obedience show 
No fruit I here may know 
Save utter woe ; '* 

" Though health and strength decay ; 
Yea, though the Truth shall slay, 
I will obey." 



ii6 Songs of Two Worlds. 



NOTHING LOST. 

Where are last year's snows, 
Where the summer's rose, — 
Who is there who knows ? 

Or the glorious note 
Of some singer's throat 
Heard in years remote ? 

Or the love they bore 
Who, in days of yore. 
Loved, but are no more ? 

Or the faiths men knew 

When, before mind grew. 

All strange things seemed true? 



The snows are sweet spring rain. 
The dead rose blooms again. 
Young voices keep the strain. 
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The old affection mild 

Still springs up undefiled 

For love, and friend, and child. 

The old faitiis grown more wide, 

Purer and glorified. 

Are still our lifelong guide. 

Nothing tiiat once has been, 
Tho' ages roll between 
And it be no more seen, 

Can perish, for the Will 
Which doth our being fulfil 
Sustains and keeps it still. 
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THE HIDDEN SELK 



I KNOW not if a keener smart 
Can come to finer souls than his 

Who hears men praise him, mind or heart, 
For something higher than he is. 

Who fain would say. Behold me, friends. 
That which I am, not what you deem, 

A thing of low and narrow ends, 
Sordid, not golden as I seem. 

See here the hidden blot of shame. 
The weak thought that you take for strong, 

The brain too dull to merit fame. 
The faint and imitative song. 
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But dares not, lest discovery foul 

Not his name only, but degrade 
Heights closed but to the soaring soul. 

Names which scorn trembles to invade j 

And doth his inner self conceal 

From all men in his own despite, 
Hiding what he would fain reveal, 

And a most innocent hypocrite. 
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SPORT, 

" Forth/' says the king, " with my legions bold, 

Pomp of chargers and vigour of men, 

Blazing with scarlet, and glittering with gold. 

Limbs grown strong with the pride of health, 

Cheeks newly crowned with the blossom of youth. 

From lowly cottage and towers of wealth. 

Summon them out without shame or ruth ; 

Set them in line on some hill-side dreary, 

Tom from their desolate homesteads ; and then 

Let my royal brother who, may be, is weary 

Of supple-kneed courtiers, and thirsts for applause ; 

Or troubled by clamours for equal laws. 

Bring out his tale of dupes and place. 

The mild-eyed battalions face to face, 

Fenced with murderous points of steel. 

And deadly mouths of cannon and rifle. 

And driven by coarse churls till they learn to stifle 

The horror of bloodshed which young hearts feel ; 
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Then 'mid blare of trumpet and beat of drum, 

When the shuddering thirst of battle has come, 

And the earth and the air reel in scarlet alike, 

Let the signal be given, and let some one strike. 

And then the game opens, with rolls of thunder, 

The bolts fly thick, and the blood flows fast : 

They are pierced, they are torn, they are smitten asunder. 

And ever, from out of the smoke of fight. 

Come yells of triumph and groans of pain, 

And the world shows like hell till the merciful night 

Hides them, and all is silent again. 

And when the dawn breaks with its awful gray. 

Nothing is left of the hardfought strife 

But those who will sleep till the last great day. 

And those who are wrecked and crippled for life ; 

While I and my royal brother meantime. 

Lazily counting the cost of the day. 

Strike some vague balance of blood and crime, 

And settle which of our peoples shall pay.'* 

" But these men had no grudge." 

Quoth the king, ". You say well ; 
But the great game of war is as ancient as hell." 
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" Up," says the sportsman, " with hom and hound, 
Dashing by forest and field and river. 
Swept by in tumults of riotous sound. 
In the maddening hurry and joy of the chase, — 
Pulses quickening, and tired eyes flashing, 
Each striving with each for the pride of place. 
As by hill and by valley the swift throng goes crashing. 
And somewhere beyond, in the silent leas, 
The deadly clamour borne on its ear, 
As it stays for a moment to tremble and shiver, 
Is some panting, full-eyed creature, that flees, 
Stiffening with effort, and faint with fear. 
Till the poor heart beats faster and faster still, 
And the limbs move too slow for the desperate \rill ; 
And then a brief rest and a hopeless pause, 
And a weak body mangled by ravenous jaws. 
And the gay hunt sweeps on. Or, on some wild hill, 
Glowing with heather or brown with fern, 
Men skulk all day with a murderous skill, 
Teeth set together, and eyes that bum. 
Watching and waiting, till, far beneath, - 
An antler moves *mid the purple heath ; 



« ^ 
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Then a long steady aim, and oh, joy ! with a bound 
The deer crashes down like a tree on the ground, 
Not knowing who smote, or, may be, half aware. 
Limps away, bearing death, to some fastness, and there 
Starves to death after long weeks of torture and pain. 
And finds food for the kites. But we, as we sit 
Round the fire at our ease, and discuss once again 
How this wretch was missed, or how that one was hit. 
Or how the sure dogs tracked another to death. 
Taste true joys." 

" But, methinks," quoth I, under my breath, 
" 'Tis but cowardly work." 

Quoth the sportsman, " Again 
You say well ; but the chase is as ancient as Cain." 
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MARCHING. 

Once, and once again, 
From the thick crowd of men. 
Loud toil and high endeavour. 
There comes a secret sound. 
Where the thinkers stand around. 
And sometimes 'tis " For ever,*' 
Sometimes "Never/' 



Always that ceaseless throng 
Has filed those paths along, 
Those painful hills ascended ; 
Thro' fair meads of success, 
Thro' barren sands they press. 
Defeats and triumphs splendid. 
Till 'tis ended. 
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The glory and the shame 
Different, and yet the same 
The eiforts and the aspirations, 
Unlike in mien and speech, 
Pressed onwards each on each, 
Go the endless alternations 
Of the nations. 

And the rhythm of their feet, 

The ineifable low beat 

Of those vast throngs pacing slowly, 

Floats on the sea of Time 

Like a musical low chime 

From a far isle, mystic, holy, 

Tolling slowly. 

And from the endless column 
Goes up that strange rhyme solemn 
Of thoughts which naught shall sever. 
The contrast sad and sweet 
Of opposite streams which meet. 
Sometimes the glad " For ever," 
Sometimes "Never." 
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COURAGE/ 

There are who, bending supple knees, 
Live for no end except to please, 

Rising to fame by mean degrees ; 
But creep not thou with these. 

They have their due reward ; they bend 
Their lives to an unworthy end — 

On empty aims the toil expend 
Which had secured a friend. 

But be not thou as these, whose mind 
Is to the passing hour confined ; 

Let no ignoble fetters bind 
Thy soul, as free as wind. 

Stand upright, speak thy thought, declare 
The truth thou hast that all may share ; 

Be bold, proclaim it everywhere : 
They only live who dare. 
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AN OLD MAY TIDE, 

Sound viol and harp merrily, youths and maidens trip it 
featly, 
Minstrels *neath the bursting elm-triees sound an 
amorous roundelay. 
Sweet spring comes on field and forest, on shading cheek 
and budding bosom ; 
This is the hour of love and music : now the young 
year blossoms in May. 

Bring blue violets, yellow daffodils, primroses pale, and 
starry anemones. 
Weave us coronets deftly, lightly, thro* the brown and 
the golden hair. 
Come forth, strong-limbed youths and manly, come to our 
innocent virginal rivalry ; 
Who in this sweUing, throbbing springtide shall be 
fairest among the fair? 
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Come, tall maidens, lithe and slender, come forth, 
bountiful, snowy-bosomed, 
Laughing blue eyes, melting black eyes, loving eyes of 
hazel brown ; 
Here be stalwart youths and lissome, honest-eyed and 
vernal bearded, 
Straighter limbs and whiter teeth than e'er were seen 
in city or town. 

Come, wise grandsires, kindly granddames, portly fathers, 
and comely mothers. 
Come and live again a little the Mays when you were 
girl and boy. 
Bring the frolicsome little children, bring the shy young 
lads and lasses ; 
Soon for them shall come the passionate May-tide, 
breathing love and joy. 

Bring out store of rustic dainties, honeyed cakes and 
frothing tankards. 
For without good cheer and plenty Love's own wings 
are weak and bound. 
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Let the bright cups circle freely, till the gay strains sound 
more quickly ; 
Quicker, quicker speed the flashing paces, quicker 
round and round. 



Quicker, minstrels, quicker, madder, till the fair young 
heads grow giddy. 
Bosoms heave and breath comes faster, cheeks flush 
deep and light feet stray. 
Closer round the yielding waist entwine the stalwart arm 
protecting. 
Youth is a maze and a whirl of pleasure, let us enjoy 
it while 'tis May. 

Then a pause, and for a little, laughter low and precious 
whisper. 
As the careless couples wander in and cut the haw- 
thorn grove, 
Till anon, with wilder measure, the mad music recom- 
mencing , 
Reels, and young and old together thro' the joyous 
counter dance move. 



■^ 
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Now the young stars faintly twinkle, and the cottage 
casenjents glimmer ; 
Thro* green wheat and blossoming lane the gay crowd 
wends its homeward way. 
What if a parting kiss be stolen, warm hands linked, or 
slim waists circled ? 
This is the time of youth and joyance : now the yoimg 
year blossoms in May. 
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IN SPRING TIME. 

The west breathes soft, 
And the sunlit stream 
Flows sparkling down 
Like a happy dream, 
And far aloft 

From the depths of the blue 
The lark sings to his mate 
Songs faithftil and trae. 
And the trees stand in white, and the violets are sweet, 

And earth comes like a virgin her bridegroom to meet. 

And over the city. 
Through smoke and din, 
By fevered alley 
And dens of sin. 
Come gleams of pity. 
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Sweet glories astray, 

Till the sad mothers smile 

On their children at play, 
And some faint flutter of airy wings 
Steals through the thick turmoil of shameful things. 

Break forth into singing, 

Oh, soul, and rejoice. 

Oh, sad heart, lift heavenward 

Thy jubilant voice. 

For thee Spring is bringing 

New fires to the sun ; 

For thee the ineffable 

Wonder is done. 
For as these rise and quicken, so thou shalt rise 
And bloom into glory 'neath heavenlier skies. 
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ON THE BRINK. ' 

A DIMNESS of the eye, 
A heaving of the breast, 

A whisper of a sigh — 
Who will may write the rest 



Was it not written when 
From out the guarded gate 

The parents of all men 
Went forth disconsolate ? 



Is it not written still 
Again and yet again, 

In every deed of ill, 
In every throb of pain ? 
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Strange straggle, wondrous war, 
Concealed from mortal eye, 

Of the evil things that are. 

And the precious things that die. 



And what should not be is, 
And what should be is not, 

Thro' all the eternities, 
Unchanging, unforgot. 
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GILBERT BECKETT AND THE FAIR 

SARACEN, 

The last crusade/s helm had gleamed 

, Upon the yellow Syrian shore \ 
No more the war-worn standards streamed, 

The stout knights charged and fell no more ; 
No more the Paynim grew afraid — 

The crescent floated o'er the cross. 
But to one simple Heathen maid 

Her country's gain was bitter loss ; 

» 

For love, which knows not race or creed. 

Had bound her with its subtle chain, — 
Love, which still makes young hearts to bleed. 

For this one, mingled joy with pain, 
And left for one brief hour of bliss. 

One little span of hopes and fears. 
The memory of a parting kiss. 

And what poor solace comes of tears. 
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A lowly English squire was he, 

A prisoner chained, enslaved, and sold ; 
A lady she of high degree. 

Tis an old tale and often told : 
Twas pity bade the brown cheek glow, 

'Twas love and pity drew the sigh, 
'Twas love that made the soft tear flow, 

The sweet sad night she bade him fly. 



Far from the scorching Syrian plain 

The brave ship bears the Saxon home ; 
Once more to mists and rains again, 

And verdant English lawns, they come. 
I know not if as now 'twas then, 

Or if the growing ages move 
The careless, changeful hearts of men 

More slowly to the thoughts of love ; 



But woman's heart was then, as now. 

Tender and passionate and true. 
Think, gentle ladies, ye who know 

Love's power, what pain that poor heart knew ; 
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How, living always o'er again 

The sweet short past, she knew, too late, 
'Twas love had bound the captive's chain. 

Which broken, left her desolate. 

Till by degrees the full young cheek 

Grew hollow, and the liquid eyes 
Still gazing seaward, large and meek, 

Took something of a sad surprise ; 
As one who learns, with a strange chill, 

'Mid youth and wealth's unclouded day. 
Of sad lives full of pain and ill. 

And thinks, " And am I too as they ? " 

And by degrees most hateful grew 

All things that once she held so dear — 

The feathery palms, the cloudless blue. 
Tall mosque and loud muezzin clear. 

The knights who flashed by blinded street, 
The lattice lit by laughing eyes, 

* 

The songs around the fountain, sweet 
To maidens under Eastern skies. 
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And oft at eve, when young girls told 
Tales precious to the girlish heart, 

She sat alone, and loved to hold 
Communion with her soul apart. 

Till at the last, too great became 
The hidden weight of secret care. 

And girlish fears and maiden shame 
Were gone, and only love was there. 

And so she fled. I see her still 

In fancy, desolate, alone, 
Wander by arid plain and hill. 

From early dawn till day was done. 
Sun-stricken, hungry, thirsty, faint. 

By perilous paths I see her move, 
Clothed round with pureness like a saint, 

And fearless in the might of love. 

Till lo ! a gleam of azure sea. 

And rude ships moored upon the shore. 
Strange, yet not wholly strange, for he 

Had dared those mystic depths before. 
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And some good homeward seaman bold, 

Remembering those he left at home, 
Put gently back the offered gold, 

And for love's honour bade her come. 



And then they sailed. No pirate bark 

Swooped on them, for the Power of Love 
Watched o'er that precious wandering ark. 

And this his tender little dove. 
I see those stalwart seamen still 

Gaze wondering on that childish fonn, 
And shelter her from harm and ill. 

And guide her safe through wave and storm. 

Till under grayer skies a gleam 

Of white, and taking land she went, 
Following our broad imperial stream. 

Or rose-hung lanes of smiling Kent. 
Friendless I see her, lonely, weak, 

Thro' fields where every flower was strange. 
Go forth without a word to speak. 

By burgh and thorp and moated grange. 
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For all that Love himself could teach 

This passionate pilgrim to our shore, 
Were but two words of Saxon speech, 

Two little words and nothing more — 
" Gilbert " and " London"; like a flame 

To her sweet lips these sounds would come, 
The syllables of her lover's name. 

And the far city of his home. 

I see her cool her weary feet 

In dewy depths of crested grass j 
By clear brooks fringed with meadow-sweet, 

And daisied meads, I see her pass ; 
I see her innocent girlish glee, 

I see the doubts which on her crowd, 
O'erjoyed with bird, or flower, or tree. 

Despondent for the fleeting cloud. ^ 

I see her passing slow, alone. 

By burgh and thorp and moated grange. 
Still murmuring softly like a moan 

Those two brief words in accents strange. 
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Sometimes would pass a belted earl 

With squires behind in brave array ; 
Sometimes some honest, toilwom churl 

Would fare with her till close of day. 

The saintly abbess, sweet and sage, 

Would wonder as she ambled by. 
Or white-plumed knight or long-haired page 

Ride by her with inquiring eye. 
The friar would cross himself, and say 

His paternosters o'er and o'er ; 
The gay dames whisper Welladay! 

And pity her and nothing more. 

But tender women, knowing love 

And all the pain of lonelihood. 
Would feel a sweet compassion move. 

And welcome her to rest and food. 
And walk with her beyond the hill, 

And kiss her cheek when she must go ; 
And " Gilbert " she" would murmur still, 

And " London " she would whisper low. 



\ 
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And sometimes sottish boors would rise 

From wayside tavern, where they sate, 
And leer with heated vinous eyes, 

And stagger forth with reeling gait, 
And from that strong unswerving will 

And clear gaze shrink as from a blow; 
And " Gilbert " she would murmur still, 

And " London " she would whisper low. 

Then by the broad suburban street. 

And city groups who outward stray 
To take the evening, and the sweet 

Faint breathings of the dying day — 
The gay young 'prentice, lithe and slim. 

The wimpled maid, demurely shy. 
The merchant somewhat grave and prim, 

The courtier with his rolling eye. 

And more and more the growing crowd 
Would gather, wondering whence she came 

And why, with boorish laughter loud, 

And jeers which burnt her cheek with flame. 
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For potent charm to save from ill 
But one word she made answer now : 

For " Gilbert " she would murmur still, 
And " Gilbert " she would whisper low. 

Till some good pitiful soul — ^not then 

Our London was as now overgrown — 
Pressed through the idle throng of men, 

And led her to his home alone, 
And signing to her he would find 

Hiip whom she sought, went forth again. 
And left her there with heart and mind 

Distracted by a new-bom pain. 

For surely then, when doubt was o*er, 

A doubt before a stranger came. 
He loved me not, or loves no more. 

Oh, virgin pride ! oh, maiden shame ! 
Almost she fled, almost the past 

Seemed better than the pain she knew ; 
Her veil around her face she cast : 

Then the gate swung — ^and he was true. 
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Poor child ! they christened her, and so 

She had her wish. Ah, yearning heart, 
Was love so sweet then ? would you know 

Again the longing and the smart ? 
Came there no wintry hours when you 

Longed for your native skies again, 
The creed, the tongue your girlhood knew. 

Aye, even the longing and the pain ? 

Peace ! Love is Lord of all. But I, 

Seeing her fierce son's mitred tomb. 
Conjoin with fancy's dreaming eye 

This love tale, and that dreadful doom. 
Sped hither by a hidden will. 

O'er sea and land I watch her go ; 
" Gilbert " I hear her murmur still. 

And " London " still she whispers low. 
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A HYMN IN TIME OF DOUBT, 

By warring passions chained and bound, 
The devils compassing us round \ 
Who shall our wandering footsteps guide, 
And bring us safely to Thy side ? 

Not those to whom Thou gavest of old 
The treasure of Thy truth to hold : 
For them the fair pearl shines no more, 
Hid 'neath a load of lifeless lore. 

They mar with philosophic art "^ 
Thy simple precepts of the heart ; 

V 

They build a pagan temple fair, 
But Thou no longer dwellest there. 

They shall not guide us ; they may still 
Debate with dialectic skill 
Thy essence and Thy work, and search 
The dissonant voices of Thy Church. 
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But not in fancy will we dare 
To think a world and Thou not there ; 
Not in past days alone didst Thou 
Appear, but walkest with us now. 

Thy hand sustains, Thy listening ear 
Is open yet, and Thou art near ; 
Thy voice within us echoes still, 
To guide aright the erring will 

Thou still, and Thou alone, canst give 
The grace which adds the strength to live. 
'Tis but lost labour. Lord, if we 
Turn to another aid than Thee. 

Make strong our minds, our souls inspire 
With Thy own thoughts and words of fire ; 
Breathe on us with Thy living breath. 
And break the bonds of sin and death. 
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TO A CHILD OF FANCY, 



The nests are in the hedgerows, 
The lambs are on the grass ; 
With laughter sweet as music 
Thy hours lightfooted pass, 
My darling child of fancy. 
My winsome prattling lass. 



Blue eyes, with long brown lashes. 
Thickets of golden curl. 
Red little lips disclosing 
Twin rows of fairy pearl. 
Cheeks like the apple blossom. 
Voice lightsome as the merle. 



1 
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A whole Spring's fickle changes 
In every short-lived day, 
A passing cloud of April, 
A flowery smile of May, 
A thousand quick mutations 
From graver moods to gay. 



Far off*, I see the season 

When thy childhood's course is run, 

And thy girlhood opens wider • 

Beneath the growing sun. 

And the rose begins to redden. 

But the violets are done. 



And farther still the summer, 
When thy feir tree, fully grown. 
Shall burgeon, and grow splendid 
With blossoms of its own. 
And the fruit begins to gather, 
But the buttercups are mown. 
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If I should see thy autumn, 
'Twill not be close at hand, 
But with a spirit vision, 
From some far distant land. 
Or, perhaps, I hence may see thee 
Amongst the angels stand. 



I know not what of fortune 
The future holds for thee. 
Nor if skies fair or clouded 
Wait thee in days to be, 
But neither joy nor sorrow 
Shall sever thee from me. 



Dear child, whatever changes 
Across our lives may pass, 
I shall see thee still for ever. 
Clearly as in a glass. 
The same sweet child of fancy. 
The same dear winsome lass. 



-o- 
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A CYNICS DAY-DREAM. 
Some men there be who can descry 

m 

No charm in earth or sea or sky, 
Poor painful bigot souls, to whom 
All sights and sounds recall the tomb. 
And some who do not fear to use 
God's world for tavern oj for stews. . 
Some think it wisdom to despoil 
Their years for gold and troublous toil ; 
While others with cold dreams of art 
Would feed the hunger of the heart, 
And dilettanti dare to stand. 
Eternities on either hand ! 

But with no one of these shall I 
Make choice to live my life or die, — 
Rather let me elect to give 
What span of life is mine to live. 
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To honest labour, daily sought, 

Crowned with the meed of patient thought ; 

To precious friends for ages dead, 

But loved where'er their words are read ; 

To others living with us still, 

Who sway the nation's mind and will 

By eloquent pen or burning word. 

Where hearts are fired and souls are stirred. 

So thro' the tranquil evenings long, , 

Let us awake our souls with song. 

Such song as comes where no words come, 

And is most mighty when most dumb. 

Then soar awhile on wings of art ; 

Not that .which chokes the vulgar mart,- 

But subtle hints and fancies fine, 

When least completed most divine, — 

Sun-copies of some perfect thought, 

Thrp' bronze or canvas fitly wrought, 

Known when in youth 'twas ours to see 

Thy treasure-houses, Italy. 

Then turn from these to grave debate 

What change of laws befits the State, 
By what wise schemes and precepts best 

To raise the humble and oppressed, 
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And slay the twin reproach of Time, 
The fiends of Ignorance and Crime. 

Or what if I might come to fill 
A calmer part, and dearer still, 
With one attempered soul to share 
The joys and ills 'tis ours to bear ; 
To grow together, heart with heart. 
Into a whole where each is patt ; 
To blend together, soul with soul. 
Neither a part, but each the whole ; 
With strange creative thrills to teach 
The dawning mind, the growing speech, 
To bind around me precious bands 
Of loving hearts and childish hands. 
And lose the stains of time aild sense 
In those clear deeps of innocence ? 

So if kind fate should grant at length. 
Ere frame and brain "have lost their strength. 
In my own country homestead dear 
To spend a portion of the year. 
What joys were ours if modest wealth 
Should come with still unbroken health I 



A Cynic's Day-Dream. 153 

There, sheltered from the ruder wind, 
Thro' the thick woods we'll range, to find 
The spring's first flower, the autumn's fi*uit, 
Strange fungus or misshapen root. 
Mark where the wood-quist or the thrush 
Builds on tall pine or hazel bush ; 
See the brave bird with speckled breast 
Brood fearless on the teeming nest. 
And bid the little hands refrain 
From every act of wrong and pain. 
Observe the gossip conies sit 
By their own doors, the white owl flit 
Thro' the dim fields, and still enjoy 
The wondering talk of girl or boy. 
Sweet souls, which at life's portal stand, 
And all within, a wonderland — 
Oh, treasure of a guileless love, 
Fit prelude of the joys above ! 

There, when the swift week nears its end. 
To greet the welcome Sunday friend. 
Through the still fields we'll wend our way, 
To meet the guest at close of day. 
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And then, when little eyes in vain 

Long time have sought the coming train, 

A gradual distant sound, which fills 

The bosom of the folded hills, 

Till with white steam or ruddy light 

The wayworn convoy leaps to sight, 

Then stops and sets the traveller down, 

Bringing the smoke and news of town. 

And then the happy hours to come, 

The walk or ride which leads us home, 

Past the tall woods through which 'twould seem 

Home's white walls hospitably gleam, — 

The well-served meal, the neighbour guest, 

The rosy darlings curled and dressed ; 

And when the house grows silent, then 

The lengthened talk on books and men. 

And on the Sunday momipg still, 

The pleasant stroll by wood^rowned hill 

To church, wherein my eyes grow dim 

Hearing my children chant the hymn ; 

And seeing in their earnest look 

Something of innocent rebuke, 

I lose the old doubt's endless pain. 

And am a little child again. 
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If fate should grant me such a home, 
So sweet the tranquil days would come, 
I should not need, I trust, to sink 
My weariness in lust or drink. 
Faint pleasure should I think to gain 
From endless scenes of death and pain ; 
'Twould little profit me to slay 
A thousand innocents a day ; 
I should not much delight to tear 
With wolfish dogs the shrieking hare ; 
With horse and hound to track to death 
A helpless wretch that gasps for breath ; 
To make the fair bird check its wing. 
And drop, a dying, shapeless thing ; 
To feave the joy of all the wood 
A mangled heap of fur and blood. 
Or else escaping, but in vain. 
To pine, a shattered wretch, in pain ; 
Teeming, perhaps, or doomed to see 
Its young brood starve in misery. 
With neither risk nor labour, still 
To live for nothing but to kill — 
I dare not ! If perplexed I am 
Between the tiger and the lamb; 
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If fate ordain that these shall give 
Their poor brief lives that I may live ; 
Whatever the law that bids them die, 
Others shall butcher them, not I, — 
Not such my work. Surely the Lord, 
Wlio made the devils by a word. 
Not men, but those who'd wield them well, 
Gave these sad tortures of his Hell. 

Ah ! fool and blind, to wander so; 
Who hast lived long enough to know 
With what insane confusions teem 
The mazes of our waking dream, — 
The dullard surfeited with gold 
His bloated coffers fail to hold. 
While the keen mind and generous brain 
From penury aspire in vain ; 
Love's choicest treasures flung away 
On some vile lump of coarsest clay ; 
Pure girlhood chained to wretches foul. 
Tainted in body as in soul ; 
The precious love of wife or child 
Not for the loving heart and mild, 
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But for the sullen churl, who ne'er 
Knew any rule but that of fear ; 
Fame, like Titania, stooping down 
To set on asses' ears a crown ; 
The shallow dunce, the fluent fool, 
The butt and laughter of the school. 
By fortune's strange caprice grown great, 
A light of forum or debate ; 
The carnal lump devoid of grace, 
With each bad passion in his face, 
A saintly idol, round whose knees 
Crowd throngs of burning devotees. 

Great heaven ! how strange the tangle is ! 
What old perplexity is this ? 
The very words of my complaint, 
What else are they than echges faint 
Of the full fire, the passionate scorn. 
Of high-souled singers and forlorn. 
Who, in our younger England, knew 
No care for aught but what was true, 
But loved to lash with bitter hate 
The shameless vices of the great ; 
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Who bade, in far-off days of Rome, 
In verse their indignation come ; 
Who, when we learn the secrets hid 
Beneath the eldest Pyramid, 
Or in those dim days further still, 
Whose nameless ruin builds the hill, 
Push back our search where'er we can, 
Till first the ape became the man. 
Will in rude satire bid us find 
The earliest victories of mind ? 
Strong souls, rebellious with their lot, 
Who longed for right and found it not; 
Too strong to take things as they seem, 
Too weak to comprehend the scheme. 
Too deeply fired with honest trust 
To dream that God might be unjust ; 
Yet, seeing how unequal show 
His seeming measures here below. 
By paradoxes girt about. 
Grew thro' excess of faith to doubt. 
Oh, faithful souls, who love the true, 
Tho' all be false, yet will not you ; 
Tho' wrong shall overcome the right, 
Still is it hateful in your sight. 
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Tho* sorely tempted, you, and tried, 
The truth stands always at your side ; 
ThoV falsehood wear her blandest smile, 
You only she shall ne'er beguile ; 
For you, 'mid spectral sights and shows. 
Life blushes with a hidden rose, — 
Thro' the loud din of lower things 
You hear the sweep of angel wings, 
And with a holy scorn possest. 
Wait till these clamours sink to rest 



THE PROFESSOR, 

The splendour of the embattled sky, 
The blinding downward leap of light ; 
The unfathomed depths of sea which lie 
Lifeless and hid from mortal sight ; 
Earthquake and whirlwind beating down' 
Forest and harvest, tower and town ; 



i 
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Even the unbounded spaces dim, 
Wherein the circling planets swim — 
These touched him not at all, which were 
But so much water, fire, or air. 

His mind upon dead things to feed, 

By a slow suicide he bound; 

Nor other faith he knew, nor creed, 

But what in matter might be found. 

Beginning or eternity 

No wonder brought, nor mystery ; 

No thrill of awe nor reverence, 

No shrinking of the dazzled sehse. 

Others might soar on fancy's wings — 

He marked the sequences of things. 

He knew not wonder, but he knew 
Whatever a purblind sight could know ; 
From point to point his knowledge grew, 
Till scarcely it had room to grow. 
Seeking content in some far land 
Which all the while was close at hand, 
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As blind to all that passes self 
As any churl who slaves for pelf;^ 
Prone to the earth as any beast, 
And more intolerant than a priest. 

If any breathed God's name to him, 
He heard him with a cold surprise : 
He spumed all vast conceptions dim, 
Not grasped by hands or seen by eyes. 
Yet daily every passing day 
Brought less than that it took away, 
And every year advancing age 
Blurred somewhat of the unwritten page. 
Time took him, nor would let him be — 
From mystery to mystery. 



M 
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TO A LOST LOVE. 

Cold snowdrops which the shrinking new-bom year 
Sends like the dove from out the storm-tost ark; 

Sweet violets which will not tarry here 
Beyond the earliest flutings of the lark; 

Bright celandines which dot the tufted brake 
Before the speckled thrush her nest has made ; 

Fair frail anemones which star-like shake 
And twinkle by each sunny bank and glade ; 

Pale primroses wherewith the virgin spring, 
As with a garland, binds her comely head ; 

No eyes have I for you, nor voice to sing. 
My love is dead. 

For she was young and pure and white as you, 
And fairer and more sweet, and ah ! as frail. 

I dare not give to her the honour due. 

Lest, for a strain so high, my voice should fail. 
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Like you, she knew the springtide's changeful hours ; 

Like you, she blossomed ere the coming leaf ; 
Like you, she knew not summer's teeming showers ; 

Like you, as comely, and, alas ! as brief 

You may not see the roses, nor might she ; 

Such swift short beauty is its only fruit ; 
So a sweet silence is her eulogy. 

And praise is mute. 
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IN MEMORY OF A FRIEND* 

Beneath the feathery fronds of palm 
The white stone of a double grave, 
And on the horizon, blue and calm, 
The tropic ocean wave. 

'Twas three years since, no more, that thou, 
Dear friend, with us, in daily round, 
Didst labour where we labour now, 
*Mid London's surge of sound. 

Treading the dull slow paths of law^ 
With little of reward or gain, 
To feel a high ambition gnaw 
Thy heart with tooth of pain. . 

• Ernest Schalch, Attorney- General for Jamaica, who, with hi 
only sister, died of yellow fever in February, 1874. 
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Viewing with scant content the crowd 
Fulfil the immemorial rule 
Which drives the fool with plaudits loud 
To glorify the fool. 

And so with patient scorn didst gain 
To winnow from the growing heap 
Of barren precedent the grain 
Which lies there buried deep. 

Till last, congenial- labour came, 
To call thee o'er the tropic sea, 
And exile, gilt by toil and fame, 
Severed thy friends from thee. 

Brief as we hoped, but ah, how long ! 
Though lit by news of days well spent, 
Of rights defined, of law made strong. 
Of rebels grown content. 

Of ordered codes so reasoned out, 
Speaking with voice so true and clear. 
That none who hear them still may doubt 
" 'Tis Justice speaketh here." 
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Yet not the less thou barest part 
In the old talk we loved before ; 
The newest growths of thought or art 
Delighted more and more, 

And all the marvels of thy isle, 
The lavish wealth of sea and land. 
The skies with their too constant smile. 
White siuf on breathless strand. 

The shallow nature fierce, yet gay, 
Of our dark brethren ; thou didst learn. 
Noting — ^but gazing, far away. 
With eyes that still would yearn. 

For that fair time when, toil being done, 
The happy day at length should come. 
When 'neath our kindly autumn sun 
Thou should'st revisit home. 



It was this very year ; and then 
The plague, which Long time, dealing death, 
Had vexed the shores of kindred men, 
On those breathed deadly breath. 
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And one, I know not who, their guest, 
Sickening, Love drew them forth to tend, 
Careless of needful food and rest. 
Their fever-stricken friend, 

Who owed to them life's refluent power ; 
While for those duteous martyrs twain. 
Brother and Sister, one blest hour 
Brought one release from pain. 

Too generous natures ! kindred souls ! — 
And now, round those twin tombs the wave. 
Forgetful of their story, rolls, 
And the palms shade their grave. 



And we — what shall we say of thee ? — 
Thou hast thy due reward, oh, friend — 
We serve a High Necessity, 
To an Invisible End- 
That waste nor halting comes at all 
In all the scheme is all we know; 
The force was formed that bade thee fall. 
Millions of years ago. 
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The clouds of circumstance imite, 
The winds of fate together roll ; 
They meet ; there bursts a sudden light. 
And consecrates a soul 1 



IT SHALL BE WELL. 

If thou shalt be in heart a child, 
Forgiving, tender, meek, and mild, 
Though with light stains of earth defiledl. 
Oh, soul, it shall be welL 

It shall be well with thee indeed, 
Whatever thy race, thy tongue, thy creed ; 
Thou shalt not lose thy fitting meed. 
It shall be surely well. 
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Not where, nor how, nor when we know, 
Nor by what stages thou shalt grow ; 
We may but whisper faint and low. 
It shall be surely well. 

It shall be well with thee, oh, soul, 
Tho* the heavens wither like a scroll ; 
Tho' sun and moon forget to roll, 
Oh, soul, it shall be well. 
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A REMONSTRANCE, 



If ever, for a passing day, 
My careless rhymes shall gain to please, 
I would that those who read may say, 
" I^ft he no more than these ? " 



For sure it is a piteous thing 
That those blest souls to whom is given 
The instinct and the power to sing. 
The choicest gift of heaven, 



Not from high peak to peak alone 
Our faithful footsteps care to guide. 
But oft by plains of sand and stone, 
Lull wastes, and nought beside. 
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Who the low crawling verse prolong, 
Careless alike of fame and time ; 
The form, but not the soul of song — 
A dreary hum of rhyme. 



A straight road, by a stagnant stream. 
Where the winged steed, which late would soar 
From the white summits like a dream. 
Creeps slowly evermore. 



A babble of sound, like that flat noise 
Which, when the harmonies grow dumb, 
Between the symphon/s awful joys, 
Too oft is heard to come. 



Grave error ; since not all of life 
Is rhythmic ; oft by level ways 
We walk ; the sweet creative strife, 
The inspired heroic days, 
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Are rare for all, no food for song, — 
Are common hours ; and those who hold 
The gift, the inspiration strong, 
More precious far than gold. 

Only when heart is fired and brain, 
And the soul spreads its soaring wing, 
Only when nobler themes constrain, 
Should ever dare to sing. 
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OPINIONS OF THE PRESS. 

" The new writer is certainly no tyro. He has ripe experience which he con- 
trols and modulates into severe but varied music. No one, after reading the 
first two poems— almost perfect in rhythm, and all the graceful reserve of true 
Ijrrical strength —could doubt for an instant that this book is the result of length- 
ened thought and assiduous training in poetic form. Observe the ease, yet the 
dainty, clear, firm outline of the verses beginning ' I see myself reflected in thine 
eyes.' . . . This truly exquisite l3rric. . . . The descriptive poems, classical 
fragments, &c., strike us as hardly so successful as the more purely lyrical pieces. 
Although in all these there are stanzas that are studies in point of delicacy and 
distinction of modelling, if we may be allowed a phrase which suggests a 
classification of these poems. Not that they are cold. They are rather stately, 
restrained, and self-sufficing, the writer never distrusting himself so far as to 
leave behind his own cufture, and make the light of his verse at once to shine and 
bum. But these poems will assuredly take high rank among the class to which 
they belong,'* — British Quarterly Review, April, 187a. 

• 
" The chief poem of the book is an allegoiy of the modem soul . . . It is like both 

an ' Odyssey' and a ' Faust,' but being within the compass of forty-four pages, of 
course runs chiefly over the surface of these vast .problems and searching expe- 
riences. Yet it seizes the point of successive phases of the spirit's effort and 
craving in a remarkable way. If thoroughly facile eloquence and rhythm can make 
a poet, and if intelligent conversance with the subtler movements of the contem- 
porary mind can make a thinker, we have here both thinker and poet . . . This 
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writer has a style of the first order for naturalness, lucid fluency, and total 
absence of crabbed or glittering contemporary affectation. If it were not for a 
certain sense ofpersonalnegativeness and neutrality which it leaves,one might be 
disposed to part from this volume with very strong praise." — Fortnightly Review, 
July isth, 1872. 

" If this volume is the mere prelude of a mind growing in power, we have in it 
the promise of a fine poet. . . . The longest, and in some respects, the finest poem 
in this volume is one which reminds us in more than one place of Tennyson's 
" Palace of Art," and has a somewhat similar drift. It would be difficult to give a 
better specimen of the strength and workmanship of the writer than in the power- 
ful and polished description of the fascination exercised over the mind by the 
History of Philosophy. The verse describing Socrates has that highest note of 
critical poetry that, in it, epigram becomes vivid with life, and life reveals its in- 
herent paradox. It would be difficult to describe the famous irony of Socrates in 
more poetical and more accurate words than by saying that he " doubted men's 
doubts away.** . . . The greater part of this volume is very pleasant and 
harmonious verse : the verse of a thoughtful mind and delicate spirit, the verse of 
one who may possibly become a poetical critic of a high order, but who gives 
exceedingly little evidence of ever becoming a poetical painter of a high order. 
But of a high order of reflective and critical poetry there is real promise in this 
}aooW—Spectator, February 17th, 1872. 

" We opened * Songs of Two Worlds ' with some little doubt as to what might be 
in store for us ; closing the book, we have to decide a question, not to be answered 
without due thought, viz. — Are we making the acquaintance of a fine and original 
poet, or only of a most artistic imitator ? And our deliberate opinion is that the 
former hypothesis is the right one. Especially must we commend * To the Setting 
Sun,' of which Herrick himself need not have been ashamed, and two lovely Httle 
songs, somewhat in Carew's vein, entitled "Weakness made Strong " and " Rich 
and Wise." ... In all this poetry there is a purity and delicacy of feeling which 
comes over one like morning air in comparison to a hot-house after the strong 
animalism with which we have been satiated of late." — Graphic, March i6th, 1872. 

" One of the most promising books of verse which have appeared for a consider- 
able time. Very little is wanted in the more artistic of these poems. The new 
writer uses nearly the same means to the same ends as Wordsworth. He will pro- 
bably yet give us something much worthier of him, but all lovers of true and genuine 
poetry will find plenty to admire in the present volume.'*— Citnl Service Gazette, 
March 9th, 1872. 

" It is seldom that a man with genuine poetic impulses has the reserve and self- 
restraint to refrain from an appeal to the public with such finished performances 
as we have in this volume. All is controlled, harmonized, and subdued into that 
simplicity of utterance which even the true poet has to learn as the last secret of 
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his art. And throughout there is the true lyrical note, the ' cry ' that seems to 
veil itself in the harmony of the language it chooses, and so makes itself only the 
more imperatively felt. Seldom, indeed, does it fall to the lot of the critic to come 
on such a prize as this. . . . No extracts could do justice to the exquisite tones, 
the felicitous phrasing and delicately wrought harmonies of some of these poems." 
— Nonconformist y March 27th, 1872. 

" The new writer sings not as the crowd of modem verse-spinners. , . . He has 
the faculty of welding fine and telling thoughts into words that deserve to live. 
. . . He is at home with diverse phases of life, taking for his themes the old sad 
stories of misplaced love, and shame, and desertion, as well as the finer webs of 
philosophic thought, and the introspective studies of subjective poetry. We com- 
mend * Songs of Two Worlds ' — seemingly so called as pictures of the * here ' 
we know and forecasts of the * hereafter ' we shall know — to the study of all 
readers who enjoy subjective poetry, and we cordially bid God-speed to the poet. 
He ought to cherish and foster the gift that is in \nxQj*— Illustrated Review, 
Feb. ist, 1872. 

" Unless we greatly err the writer possesses, and has by much cultivation en- 
hanced, the gift which is essential to lyrical poetry of the highest order. Few 
will be disposed to deny the combination of g^ace and vigour in the stanzas of the 
* Wandering Soul,' which' deal with the subject of Art, or the simple dignity of 
the lines, which at the end of the poem announce the gradual solution of the 
problem. Many of the shorter poems are scarcely less felicitous in form. ... As 
the writer reveals critical as well as poetic powers of no ordinary kind, we may be 
permitted to indicate our opinion that it is in poems of reflection, rather than of 
more direct emotion, that he is likely to exercise the gp-eatest effect. Nor is it a 
slight gain to be able to combine the force of personal feeling with the gentle 
grace and ripe richness of expression, springing from the careful cultivation of a 
healthy mind. . . . If we cordially commend to the notice of others the volume 
before us, it is because we believe they will be of accord with us in hoping to 
meet its author again." — Manchester Guardian^ Jan. nth, 1872. 

" Many of the more truly called ' Song^ ' exhibit exquisite fancy and considerable 
. imaginative power. We should have been glad to make further quotations from 
these admirable poems." — Manchester Examiner, Feb. 8th, 1872. 

** If the term * New Writer ' be synonymous with young writer, then this book 
contains genuine promise. The writer possesses not only merely poetical feeling, 
but here and there shows what is so rare, real imaginative power. In no recent 
volume of poetry have we seen the delights of simple English country life in 
summer touched with so much tenderness and real feeling as in some stanzas of 
the ■* Young Mother.' *' — IVestminster Reztiew, July ist, 1872. 
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" Perfectly pure and healthy in tone, and free from the wearisome tricks of 
workmanship, to which even great poets now-a-days condescend, these songs 
breathe the true poet's spirit and are filled with the true poetic insight . . . Some 
of the pieces have a distinct flavour of Clough about them that is very grateful to 
the palates of those who have learned to appreciate and admire that great 
though almost unknown poet. And yet the 'New Writer' uses a more facile 
pen than Clough held, and is almost as much a master of rhythm and rhyme 
as Longfellow himself. There are certain poems here which in breadth and 
power, as well as deep suggestiveness are equal to any recent productions of 
our English muse, while there are others which touch delicately and quaintly 
upon the lighter incidents of life. . . . One poem called 'Alone' there is, of 
which the exceeding sweetness must linger in the memories of those who have 
read it, like the echo of bells, heard once and never forgotten. . . . We thank 
the writer for lus book, and commend him to the early attention of all who care 
for real poetry, written in the simplest words, breathing the noblest thoughts, 
and free from the faintest touch of the 'fleshly ' blight."~Z^A& Mercury ^ May 
9tfa, X872. 
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